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THE CONQUEST OF GRANADA. 



This play,— for the two parts only constitute an entire drama 
betwixt them, — seems to have been a favourite with Dryden, as well 
as with thepiiblic. In the Essay upon Heroic Plays, as well as in 
the dedication, the character of Alman^or is dwelt upon with Jthat 
degree of complacency which an author experiences in analyzing 
a successful e^ort of his genius. Unquestionably the gross impro*- 
bability of a hero, by his single arm, turning the tide of battle as 
be lists, did not appear so shocking in the age of Dryden, as in 
ours. There is no doubt, that, while personal strength and prow- 
ess we^e of more consequence than military skill and conduct, the 
feats of a single man were sometimes sufficient to determine the 
fate of an engagement, more especially when exerted by a knight,- 
sheathed in complete mail,' against liic hsartless and half-armed 
mass, which constituted the leudal infantry. Those, who have 
perused Barbour's History of Robert Bruce, Geoffrey de Vin* 
sauf's account of the wars of Richard Cceur de Lion, or even the 
battles detailed by Froissart and Joinville, are familiar with in- 
stances of breaches defended, and battles decided, by the prowess 
of a single arm. The leader of a feudal army was expected 
hy his followers not only to point out the path to victory, bui 
to lead the way iq pers6n. It is true, that: the military art had 
been changed in this particular long before the days of Dryden, 
Complete armour was generally laid aside; JBre-arms had superse- 
ded the use of the lance and battle-axe ; . and, above all, the uni- 
versal institution of standing armies had given discipline and mili« 
tary skill their natural and decisive superiority over untaught 
strength, and enthusiastic valour. But the memory of what had 
been, was still familiar to the popular mind, and preserved not 
only by numerous legends and traditions, but also by the cast of 
the fashionable works of fiction. Ij; is, indeed,, curious to i^mark, 
how many minute remnants of a system of ancient manners can be 
traced kmg after it has become totally obsolete. Even down to 
the eighteenth century, the portrait of every soldier of rank was 
attired in complete armour, though, perhaps, he never saw a suit 
of mail excepting in the Tower of London ; and on the same prin- 
ciple of prescriptive eustom, Addison wad the first poet who y-^n^ 
tared to celebrate a victorious general for skill and conduct, in-* 
stead oT such feats as are appropriated to Guy of Warwick, or 
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4 THE CONQUEST OF GRANADA. 

Bevis of Hampton. The fashion of attributing mighty effectt 
to individual valour being thus prevalent, even in circumstan- 
ces when every one knew the supposition to be entirely gratu- 
itous, the same principle, with much greater propriety, continued 
to be applied in works of fiction, where the scene was usually car-- 
ried back to times in which the personal strength of a champion really 
had some efficacy. It must be owned, however, that the authors of 
the French romances carried tbcinfiuence of individual strength and 
courage beyond all bounds of modesty and reason. In the Grand 
Cyrus, Artamenes, upon a moderate computation, exterminate!* 
with his own hand, in the course of the work, at least a hundred 
thousand fighting men. These monstrous fictions, however, con- 
stituted the amusement of the young and the gay *, in the age of 
Charles II., and from one of these very books Dryden admits his ha- 
ving drawn, at least in part, the character of his Moorish warrior. 
The public was, therefore, every way familiarised with such chival- 
rous exploits as those of Almanzor ; and if they did not altogether 
command the belief, at least they did not revolt the imagination, of 
an audience : And this must certainly be admitted as a fair ap^blo- 
gy for the extravagance of his heroic achievements. 

But it is not only the actual effects of Almanzor's valour, which 
Appear to us unnatural, but also the extraordinary principles and 
motives by which those exertions are guided. Here also, we must 
look back to the Gothic romances, and to those of Scudery 
and Calprenede. In fact, the extravagance of sentiment is no 
less necessary than the extravagance of achievement to consti- 
tute a true knight errant ; and such is Almanzor. Honour aiKi 
love were the sole deities worshipped by this extraordinary race, 
who, though their memory and manners are preserved chiefly in 
works of fiction, did once exist in real life, and actually conducted 
armies, and governed kingdoms, upon principles as strained and hy- 
perbolical as those of the Moorish champion. If Almanzor, at the 
command of his mistress, aids his hated rival to the destruction of 
his own hopes, he only discharges the duty of a good knight, who 
was bound to sacrifice himself, and all his hopes and wishes, at 
the slightest command of her, to whom he had vowed his service, 
and who, in th€ language of chivalry, was to him as the soul is to 
the body. The reader may recollect the memorable invasion of 



* Tliere is something ludicrous in the idea of abeauty> or a gallant* of that 
gay and licentious court poring over a work of five or six folio volumes by way 
of amusement ; but such was the taste of the age, that Fynes JViorison, in his pre- 
cepts to tratellers, can " think no book better for his pupils' discourse than 
Amadis of Gaule ; for the knight3 erxant wad the ladies of court do therein 
exchange courtly speeches." 
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THE CONQUEST OF GRANADA, 5 

England by James IV. of Scotland, in which he hazarded and ac-^ 
tiially lost his own life, and the flower of his nobility, because the 
queen of France, who called him her knight, had commanded him 
to march three miles on English ground for her sake. 

Less can be said to justify the extravagant language in which 
Almanzor threatens his enemies, and vaunts his own importance.^ 
This is not common in the heroes of romance, who are usually 
as remarkable for their modesty of language as for their prowess; 
and still more seldom does, in real life, a vain-glorious boaster vin- 
dicate by his actions the threats of his tongue. It is true, that 
men of a fervent and glowing character are apt to strain their 
speech beyond the modesty of ordinary conversation, and display, 
in their language, the fire which glows in their bosoms ; but the 
subject of their effusions is usually connected not with their own 
personal qualities, or feats, but with some extraneous object of 
their pursuit, or admiration. Thus, the burst of Hotspur concern- 
ing the pursuit of honour paints his enthusiastic character; but 
it would be hard to point out a passage indicating that exuberant 
confidence in his own prowess, and contempt of every one else, so 
liberally exhibited by Almanzor. Instances of this defect are but 
too thickly sown through the piece ; for example the following rant* 

t( from thy hands alone my death can be, 
I am immortal, and a God to thee. 
If I would kill thee now, thy fate's so low. 
That I must stoop ere I can give the blow. 
But mine is fixed so far above thy crown^ 
That ail thy men. 

Piled on thy back, can never poll it down* 
But, at my ease, thy destiny I send. 
By ceasing from this hour to be thy friend. 
Like heaven, I need but only to stand still ; 
And, not concurring to thy life, I kill. 
Thou canst no title to my duty bring ; 
I am not thy subject, and my soul's thy king. 
Farewell ! When I am gone. 
There's not a star of thine dare stay with thee s 
I'll whistle thy tame fortune after me ; 
And ^hirl fate with me wheresoe'er I fly, 
' As winds drive storms before them in tlie sky. 

This curious passage did not escape the malicious criticism of 
Settle, who, besiues noticing the extravagant egotism of the hero, 
questions, with some probability, whether Abdalla would have cho- 
sen to scale Almanzor's fate, at the risque of the personal conse- 
quences of having all his men piled on his own back. In the sam« 
scene, Almanzor is so unreasonable as to tell his rival, 

Then shalt not dare 
To b« so impudent as to despair. 
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And again. 

What are ten thousand subjects, such as they ? 
If I am ^ornedj Til take my self away. 

Dryden's apology for these extravagancies seems to be, that 
Almanzor is in a passion. But, although talking nonsense is a 
comAdon effect of passion, it seems hardly one of those conse- 
quences adapted to shew forth the character of a hero in theatri- 
cal representation. 

It must be owned, however, that although the part of Alman* 
zor contains these and other bombastic passages, there are many 
also which convey what the poet desired to represent™ the aspira- 
tions of a mind so heroic as almost to surmount the bonds of so* 
ciety, and even the very laws of the universe, leaving us often in 
doubt whether the vehemence of the wish does not even disguise the' 
impossibility of its accomplishment. 

Good heaven ! thy book of fate before n^e lay. 

But to te^r out the joul'nal of this day. 

Or, if the order of the world below 

Will not the gap of one whole day allow. 

Give me that minute when she made her vow. 

That minute, even the happy from their bliss ndght giv«> 

And those, who live in grief, a shorter time would live. 

So small a link, if broke, the eternal chain 

Would» like divided waters, join again. - 

It wonnot be ; the fugitive is gone, ^ 

Pressed by the crowd of following minutes on : 

That precious moment's out of nature fled. 

And in the heap ot common rubbish laid. 

Of things that once have been, and now decayed. 

In the less inflated parts, the ideas are usually as just, as inge-- 
nious and beautiful ; for example. 

» 

1^0 ; there is a necessity in fate, 
.Why still the brave bold' man is fortunate ; 
He keeps his object ever full in sight. 
And that assurance holds him firm and right. 
True, 'tis a narrow path that leads to bliss, -^ 

But right beiore there is no precipice : v 

Fear makes men look aside, and then their footing miss. 3 

The. character of Almanzor is well known as the original of 
Drawcan^r, in **The Rehearsal," into whose mouth parodies of some 
of Dryden's most extravagant flights have been put by the duke of 
Buckingham, Shaftesbury also, whose family had smarted under 
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Drjrden's totire, attetnipts to trace the applause bestowed on the 
*' Conquest of Granada" to what he calk *' the cor respondenee 
and relation between our Ro^ Titeatre and popular Circn^^ or 
JBfar*G6nlfn« For, in the former of the^ assemblys^ 'tis undenia- 
ble, that, at least, the two upper regions, or galleries, contain 6uch 
JtpecUttors as indifferently frequent each place of sport. 80 that 
'tis no wofider we h^ar such applause resounded on the victories 
of an Aimmior^ when the some parties had possibly no later than 
the day before bestowed their applause as fieely on the victorious 
Butcher^ the hero of another stage." Misceliancous Refiiectiem. 
MiscelL 5. 

The other personages of the drama sink into Lilliputiaiis, beside 
the gigantic Altnanzor^ although th6 under plot (»f the loves of 
Oxmyn and Benzayda is beautiful in itself, aud ingeniously mana- 
ged. The virtuous Almahide is a fit object for t^e adoration of 
Altnasnxor; but her husband is a poor pageant of royalty. As 
ibrLyl)dara3La,her repeated and unparalleled treachery can only be 
jusfd^ed by the extreme imbecility of her lovers. 

The plot of the play is, in part, taken from history. During 
the last years of its existence, Granada^ the poor remnant of the 
Moorish empire in Spain, was torn to pieces with intestine discor<), 
jmd assailed without by the sword of the Christians. The history 
oi the cicil wars of Granada, affirmed to be translated into Spa- 
nish £rom the Arabian, gives a romantic, but not altogether fkbu- 
lous^ account of their discord. But a romance in the Frenc^h taste, 
called Ahnahide, seems to have been the chief souree from which 
our author drew his plot. 

In the conduct of the story there is much brilliancy of event. 
The reader, or spectator, is never allowed to repose on the scene 
before him ; and although the changes of fortune are too rapid to 
be either probable, or altogether pleasing, yet they arrest the at- 
tention by their splendour and importance, and interest us in spite 
of our more sober judgment. The introduction of the ghost of 
Almanzor*s mother seems to have been intended to shew how the 
hero could support even an interview with an inhabitant of the 
other world. At least, the professed purpose of her coming 
might have been safely trusted to the virtue of Almahide, and 
her power over her lover. It aflforded an opportunity, how- 
ever, to throw in some fine poetry, of which Dryden has not 
failed to avail himself. Were it not a peculiar attribute of the 
heroic drama, it might be mentioned as a defect, that during the 
siege of the last, possession of the Spanish Moors, by an enemy 
hated for his^religion, and for his success, the principle of patriot- 
ism is hardly 9nce alluded to through-the whole piece. The fate, or 
^e wisl^es, of Almahide, Lyndaraxa, and Benzayda, are all that in- 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



S JTHE CONQUEST OF GRANADA. 

terest the Moorish warriors around them, as if the Christian was not 
thundering at their gates, to exterminate at once their nation and 
religion. Indeed, so essentially necessary are the encouragements 
of beauty to military achievement, that we find queen Isabella or- 
dering to the field of battle a corps de reserve of her maids of ho- 
nour, to animate the fighting warriors with their smiles, and coun- 
teract the powerful charms of the Moorish damsels. Nor is it an 
inferior fault, that, although the characters are called Moors, there 
is scarce any expression, or allusion, which can &x the reader^s 
attention upon their locality, except an occasional interjection to 
Alha, or Mahomet. 

If, however, the reader can abstract his mind from the qualities 
now deemed essential to a play, and consider the Conquest of Gra- 
nada as a piece of romantic poetry, there are few compositions in 
the English language, which convey a more lively and favourable 
display of the magnificence of fable, of language, and of action, 
proper to that style of composition. Amid the splendid orna- 
ments of the structure we lose sight of occasional disproportion 
and incongruity ; and, at an early age particularly, there are few 
poems which make a more deep impression upon tiie imagination, 
than the Conquest of Granada. 

The two parts of this drama were brought out in the same season, 
probably in winter, I669, or spring, .167O. They were received 
with such applause, that Langbaine conceives their success to have 
' been the occasion of Dryden's undervaluing his predecessors in 
dramatic writing. The Conquest of Granada was not printed till 
1672- 
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TO 



HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 



THE 



DUKE* 



Sir, 

Heroic poesy has always beeh sacred to princes, 
and to heroes. Thus Virgil inscribed his JEneids to 
Augustus Caesar ; and of latter ages, Tasso and 
Ariosto dedicated their poems to the house of Este. 
It is indeed but justice, that the most excellent 
and most profitable kind 'of writing should be ad- 
dressed by poets to such persons, whose characters 
liave, for the most part, been the guides and pat- 
terns of their imitation; and poets, while they 
imitate, instruct. The feigned hero inflames the 
true ; and the dead virtue animates the living. 
Since, therefore, the world is governed by precept 
and example, and both these can only have influ- 
ence from those persons who are above us ; that 
kind of poesy, which excites to virtue the greatest 
men, is of the greatest use to human kind. 



James Duko of York, afterwards James IL 
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It IS from this consideration, that I have presum- 
ed to dedicate to your royal highness these faint 
representations of your own worth and valour in 
heroick poetry : Or, to speak more properly, not to 
dedicate, but to restore to you those ideas, which 
in the more perfect part of my characters I have ta- 
ken from you. Heroes may lawfully be delighted 
with their own praises, both as they are farther in- 
citements to their virtue, and as they are the high- 
est returns which mankind can make them for it. 

And certainly, if ever nation were obliged, either 
by the conduct, the personal * valour, or the good 
fortune of a leader, the English are acknowledging, 
in all of them, to your royal highness. Your whole 
life has been a continued series of heroick actions ; 
which you began so early, that you were no sooner 
named in the world, but it was with pmise and ad- 
miration. Even the first blossoms of your youth 
paid us all that could be expiected from a ripening 
manhood. While you practised but the rudiments 
of war, you out-went all other captains ; and have 
since found none to surpass, but yourself alone. 
The opening of your glory was like that of light : 
You shone to us from afar; and disclosed your 
first beams on distant nations : Yet so, that the lus- 
tre of them was spread abroad, and reflected brighl>- 
]y on your native country* You were then an ho- 



* Although the valour of the anft)rtunate James II* seems to 
liave sunk with his good fortuoe, there is no reason to question his 
having merited the compliment in the text. The Duke of Buck- 
ingham, in his memoirs, has borne witness to the intrepidity vfith. 
which he encountered the dangers of his desperate naval actions 
with the Dutch. Captain Cadton, who was also an ^e-witucss of 
his deportment on that occasion, says, that while the balls were 
flying thickly around, the Duke of York was wont to rub his 
hands, and exclaim chearfully to his captain, " Spragge, Spragge^ 
tliey follow us fost/^ 
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nour to it, when it was a reproach to itself. When 
the fortunate usurper sent his arms to Flanders, 
many of the adverse party were vanquished by your 
fame, ere they tried your valour, f The report of 
it drew over to your ensigns whole troops and com- 
panies of converted rebels, and made them forsake 
successful wickedness, to follow an oppressed and 
exiled virtue. Your reputation waged war with the 
enemies of your royal family* even within their 
trenches ; and the more obstinate, or more guilty 
of them, were forced to be spies over those whom 
they commanded, lest the name of York should dis- 
band that army, in whose fate it was to defeat the 
Spaniards, 'and force Dunkirk to surrender. Yet, 
those victorious forces of the rebels were not able 
to sustain your arms. Where you charged in per- 
son, you were a conqueror. It is true, they after- 
wards recovered courage ; and wrested that victory 
from others which they had lost to you ; and it 
was a greater action for them to rally, than it was 
to overcome. Thus, by the presence of your royal 
highness, the English on both sides remained vic- 
torious, and that army, which was broken by your 
valour, became a terror to those for whom they con- 
quered. Then it was, that at the cost of other na- 
tions you informed and cultivated that valour, which 
was to defend your native countiy, and to vindicate 
its honour from the insolence of our encroaching 
neighbours. When the Hollanders, not contented 
to withdraw themselves fi'oon the obedience which 
they owed their lawful sovereign, affronted those by 



* When General Lockhart commanded the troops of the Protec- 
tor in Flatiders, the Duke of York was a volunteer in the Spanish 
«rmy, and was present at the defeat, which the latter received be- 
fore Dunkirk, 17th of June, l658. 

5 
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whose charity they were first protected ; and, be- 
ing swelled up to a pre-eminence of trade, by a su- 
pine negligence on our side, and a sordid parsimony 
on their own, dared to dispute the sovereignty of 
the seas, the eyes of three nations were then cast 
upon you ; and by the joint suffrage of king and 
people, you were chosen to revenge their common 
injuries ; to which, though you had an undoubted 
title by your birth, you had a greater by your cou- 
rage. Neither did the success deceive our hopes 
and expectations : The most glorious victory which 
was gained by our navy in that war, was in the first 
engagement; wherein, even by the confession of 
our enemies, who ever palliate their own losses, and 
diminish our advantages, your absolute triumph was 
acknowledged : You conquered at the Hague, as 
entirely as at London ; and the return of a shat- 
tered fleet, without an admiral, left not the most 
impudent among them the least pretence for a false 
bonfire, or a dissembled day of public thanksgiving. 
^Ul onr achievements against them afterwards, 
though we sometimes conquered, and were never 
overcome, were but a copy of that victory, and they 
still fell short of their original : somewhat of for- 
tune was ever wanting, to fill iip the title of so ab- 
solute a defeat ; or perhaps the guardian angel of 
our nation was not enough concerned when you 
were absent, and would not employ his utmost vi- 
gour for a less important stake, than the Ufe and 
honour of a royal admiral. 

And if, since that memorable day,* you have had 
leisure to enjoy in peace the fruits of so glorious a 



* The defeat of the Dutch off Harwich, 3d June, l665, in 
which their Admiral, Obdam, was blown up, eighteen of their ships 
taken, and fourteen destroyed. 
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reputation ; it was occasion only has been wanting 
to your courage, for that can never be wanting to 
occasion. The same ardour still incites you to he- 
roick actions, and the same concernment for all the 
interests of your king and brother continues to give 
you restless nights, and a generous emulation for 
your own glory. You are still meditating on new 
labours for yourself, and new triumphs for the na- 
tion ; and when our former enemies again provoke 
us, you will again solicit fate to piovide you another 
navy to overcome, and another admiral to be slain. 
You will then lead forth a nation eager to revenge 
their past injuries ; and, like the Romans, inexora- 
ble to peace, till they have fully vanquished. Let 
our enemies make their boast of a surprise,! ^us the 
Samnities did of a successful stratagem ; but the 
FurceB Caudince will never be forgiven till they are 
revenged. I have always observed in your royal 
highness an extreme concernment for the honour 
of your country ; it is a passion common to you with 
a brother, the most excellent of kings ; and in your 
two persons are eminent the cliaracters which Ho- 
mer has given us of heroick virtue ; the command- 
ing part in Agamemnon, and the executive in Ach- 
illes. And 1 doubt not from both your actions, 
but to have abundant matter to fill the annals of a 
glorious reign, and to perform the part of a jpust his- 
torian to my royal master, without mteraiixing with 
it any thing of the poet. 

In the mean time, while your royal highness is 
preparing fresh employments for our pens, I have 
been examining my own forces, and making trial of 
myself, how I shall be able to transmit you to pos- 



* The author seems to refer to the bu ruins; of the English ships 
at Chatham, by the Dutch Admiral De Ruvtcr. 
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terity. I have formed a hero, I confess, not ab- 
solutely perfect, but of an excessive and over-boil* 
ing coumge ; but Homer and Tasso are my prece- 
dents. Both the Greek and the Italian poet had 
well considered, that a tame hero, who never trans- 
gresses the bounds of moral virtue, would shine but 
dimly in an epic poem ; the strictness of those rules 
might well give precepts to the reader, but would 
administer little of occaision to the writer. But a 
character of an eccentrick virtue is the more ex- 
act image of human life, because he is not wholly 
exempted from its frailties; such a person is Al- 
manzor, whom I present, with all humility, to the 
patronage of your royal highness. I designed in 
him a roughness of character, impatient of injuries, 
and a confidence of himself, almost approachmg to 
an arrogance. But these errors are incident only to 
great spirits; they are moles and dimples, which 
hinder not a face from being beautiful, though that 
beauty be not regular ; they are of the number of 
those amiable imperfections which we see in mis- 
tresses, and which we pass over without a strict 
examination, when they are accompaiiied with 
greater gmces. And such in Almanzor are a frank 
and noble openness of nature, an easiness to forgive 
his conquered enemies, and to protect them in dis- 
tress ; and, above all, an inviolable faith in his af- 
fection. 

This, sir, I have briefly shadowed to your royal 
highness, that you may not be ashamed. of that 
hero, whose protection you undertake. Neither 
would I dedicate him to so illustrious a name, if I 
were conscious to myself that he did or said any 
thing which was wholly unworthy of it. However, 
since it is not just that your royal highness should 
defend oi- own what possibly may be my error, I, 
bring before you this accused Almanzoi' m the pa^ 
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ture of a suspected criminal. By the suffrage 
of the most and best he already is acquitted; 
and by the sentence of some, condemned. But as 
I have no reason to stand to the award of my ene- 
mies, so neither dare I trust the partiality of my 
friends : I make my last appeal to your royal high- 
ness, as to a sovereign tribunal. Heroes should only 
be judged by heroes j because they only are capa- 
ble of measuring gieat and leroick actions by the 
rule and standard of their own. If Almanzor has 
failed in any point of honour, I must therein ac- 
knowledge that he deviates frcm your royal high- 
ness, who are the pattern of it. But if at any time 
he fiilfils the parts of personal valour, and of con- 
duct, of a soldier, ana of a general ; or, if I could 
yet give him a character more advantageous than 
what he has, of the most unshaken fiiend, the great- 
est of sul^cts, and the best of maskers^ I should 
then draw to all the wxxrlda true resemblance of your 
worth and virtues ; at leasts as far as they are capa* 
ble of being cc^ed by the mean abilities of^ 

SlE, 

Your royal higfancss's 
Most bumble^ and 

Most obedient servant^ 

John Drtden. 
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OF 

HEROIC PLAYS. 

AN ESSAY. 



Whether heroic verse ought to be admitted into 
serious plays, m not now to be disputed : it is already 
in possession of the stage, and I dare confidently 
affirm, that very few tragedies, in this age, shall be; 
received without it. All the arguments which arc 
formed against it, can amount to no more than this, 
that it is not so near conversation as prose, and 
therefore not so natural. But it is very clear to all 
who understand poetry, that serious plays ought 
not to imitate conversation too nearly. If nothing 
were to be raised above that level, the foundation 
of poetiy would be destroyed. And if you once 
admit of a latitude, that thoughts may be exalted, 
and that images and actions may be raised above 
the life, and described in measure without rhyme, 
that leads you insensibly from your own principles 
to mine: you are already so far onward of your 
way, that you have forsaken the imitation of ordi- 
nary converse. You are gone beyond it ; and tp 
continue where you are, is to lodge in the open 
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fields, betwixt two inns. You have lost that which 
you call natural, and have not acquired the last 
perfection of art. But it was only custom which 
cozened us so long; we thought, because Shake 
speare and Fletcher went no farther, that there the 
pillars of poetiy were to be erected ; that, because 
they excellently described passion without rhime, 
therefore rhinie was not capable of describing it. 
But time has now convinced most men of that er- 
ror. It is indeed so difficult to write verse, that 
the adversaries of it have a good plea against many, 
who undertook that task, without being fonned by 
art or nature for it. Yet, even they who have writ- 
ten worst in it, would have written worse without 
it : They have cozened many with their sound, who 
never took the pains to examine their sense. In fine, 
they have succeeded ; though, it is true, they have 
more dishonoured rhime by their good success, than 
they have done by their ill. But I am willing to 
let fell this argument : It is free for every man to 
write, or not to write, in verse, as he judges it to 
be, or not to be, his talent; or as he imagines the 
audience will receive it. 

For heroic plays, in which only I have used it 
without the mixture of prose, the first light we had 
of them, on the English theatre, was from the late 
Sir William D'Avenant. It being forbidden him in 
the rebellious times to act tragedies and comedies, 
because they contained some matter of scandal to 
those good people, who could more easily dispossess 
their lawful sovereign, than endure a wanton jest, 
he was forced to tum his thoughts another way, 
and to introduce the examples of moral virtue, writ 
in verse, and performed in recitative music. The 
original of this music, and of the scenes which 
adorned his work, he had from the Italian operas ; 
but he heightened his characters, as I may proba- 
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bly imagine, from the example of Comeille and 
some French poets. In this condition did this part 
of poetry remain at his majesty's return ; when, 
growing bolder, as being now owned by a public 
authority, he reviewed his '* -Siege of Rhodes," and 
caused it be acted as a just drama. But as few 
men have the happiness to begin and finish any 
new project, so neither did he live to make his de- 
sign perfect : There wanted the fulness of a plot, 
and the variety of characters to form it as it ought; 
and, perhaps, something might have been added to 
the beauty of the style. All which he would have 
performed with more exactness,, had he pleased to 
have given us another work of the same nature. 
For myself and others, who come after him, wc 
are bound, with all veneration to his memoiy, to 
acknowledge what advantage we received from that 
excellent groundwork which he laid : And, since it 
is an easy thing to add to what already is invented, 
we ought all of us, without envy to him, or par- 
tiality to ourselves, to yield him the ptecedence in 
it 

Having done him this justice, as my guide, I 
may do myself so much, as to give an account of 
what I have performed after him. I observed then, 
as I said, what was wanting to the perfection of his 
^' Siege of Rhodes;" which was design, and variety 
of characters. And in the midst of this consider^ 
•ation, by mere accident, I opened the next book 
that lay by me, which >vas " Ariosto," in Italian ; 
and the veiy first two lines of that poem gave me 
light to all I could desire ; 

Le donncy i cavalier, Varme^ gli amoriy 
Le cort€si€f Vaudaci imprese io cantOf &c. 

For the very next reflection which I made was this, 
tijiat an heroic play ought to be an imitation, in 

4 
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little, of an heroic poem; and, consequently, that 
love and valour ought to be the subject of it. Both 
these Sir William D x^venant had begun to shadow; 
but it was so, as first discoverers draw their maps, 
with headlands, and promontories, and some few 
outlines of somewhat taken at a distance, and which 
the designer saw not clearly. The common drama 
obliged him to a plot well formed and pleasant, or, 
as the ancients call it, one entire and great action. 
But this he afforded not himself in a story, which 
he neither filled with persons, nor beautified with 
characters, nor varied with accidents. Ihe laws of 
an heroic poem did not dispense with those of the 
other, but raised them to a greater height, and in- 
dulged him a farther liberty of fancy, and of draw- 
ing all things as far above the ordinary proportion 
of the stage, as that is beyond the conunon words 
and actions of human life; and, therefore, in the 
scanting of his imagesr and design, he complied not 
eiiough with the greatness and majesty of an heroic 
poem. 

I am sorry I cannot discover my opinion of this 
kind of writing, without dissenting much from his, 
whose memory I love and honour. But I will do 
it with the same respect to him, as if he were now 
alive, and overlooking my paper while I write. His 
judgment of an heroic poem was this : " That it 
ought to be dressed in a more familiar and easy 
shape ; more fitted to the common actions and pas- 
sions of human life ; and, in short, more like a glass 
of nature, shewing us ourselves in our ordinary ha- 
bits, and figuring a more practicable virtue to us, 
than was done by the ancients or moderns." Thus 
he takes the image of an heroic poem from th^ 
drama, or stage poetry ; and accordingly intended 
to divide it into five books, representing the s^me 
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number of acts; and every book into several cantos, 
imitating the scenes which compose our acts. 

But this, I think, is rather a play in narration, as 
I may call it, than an heroic poem. If at least you 
will not prefer the opinion of a single man to the 
practice of the most excellent authors, both of an- 
cient and latter ages. I am no admirer of quQta- 
tioiis ; but you shall hear, if you please, one of the 
ancients delivering his judgment on this question ; 
it is Petronius Arbiter, the most elegant, and one of 
the most judicious authors of the Latin tongue; 
who, after he had given many admirable rules for 
the structure and beauties of an epic poem, con- 
cludes all in these following words : — 

" Non enim res gest(B versibus compreheridendcB 
sunt^ quod longe melius historicifaciunt : sedy per am- 
bageSy deorumque ministerial pracipitanaus est liber 
spirituSy ut potiusfurentis animi vaticinatio appareaty 
quam religiosce orationisy sub testibuSyjidesr 

In which sentence, and his own essay of a poem, 
which immediately he gives you, it is thought he 
taxes Lucan, who followed too much the tmth of 
history, crowded sentences together, was too full of 
points, and too often offered at somewhat which 
nad more of the sting of an epigram, than of the 
dignity and state of an heroic poem. Lucan used 
not much the help of his heathen deities : There 
was neither the ministry of the gods, nor the preci- 
pitation of the soul, nor the fiiry of a prophet (of 
which my author speaks), in his Pharsalia ; he treats 
you more like a philosopher than a poet, and in- 
structs you in verse, with what he had been taught 
by his uncle Seneca in prose. In one word, he walks 
soberly afoot, when he might fly. Yet Lucan is not 
always this religious historian. The oracle of Ap- 
pius, and the witchcraft of Erictho, will somewhat 
atone for him, who was, indeed, bound up by an ill- . 
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ehoSen and known argument, to follow truth with 
grdat exactness. For my part, I am of opinion, that 
neither Homer, Virgil, Statius, Ariosto, Tasso, nor 
our Enghsh Spencer, could have formed their poems 
half so beautiful, without those gods and spirits, 
and those enthusiastic parts of poetry, which com- 
pose the most noble parts of all their writings. And 
I will ask any man who loves heroic poetry (for I 
will not dispute their tastes who do not), if the 
ghost of Polydorus in Virgil, the Enchanted Wood 
in Tasso, and the Bower of Bliss in Spencer (which 
he borrows from that admirable Italian) could have 
been omitted, without taking from their works 
some of the greatest beauties in them. And if any 
man object the improbabilities of a spirit appearing, 
or of a palace raised by magic; I boldly answer 
him, that an heroic poet is not tied to a bare repre- 
sentation of what is true, or exceeding probable; 
but that he may let himself loose to visionary ob- 
jects, and to the representation of such things, as^ 
depending not on sense, and therefore not to be 
comprehended by knowledge, may give him a freer 
scope for imagination. It is enough that, in all ages 
and religions, the greatest part of mankind have 
believed the power of magic, and that there are spi-» 
rits or spectres which have appeared. This, I say, 
is foundation enough for poetry ; and I dare farther 
affirm, that the whole doctrine of separated beings, 
whether those spirits are incorporeal substances, 
(which MrHobbes, with some reason, thinks to im- 
ply a contradiction) or that they are a thinner and 
more aerial sort of bodies, (as some of the fathers 
have conjectured) may better be explicated by poets 
than by philosophers or divines. For their specu-^ 
lations on this subject are av holly poetical; they 
have only their fancy for their guide ; and that, l)e- 
ing sharper in an excellent poet, than it is likely it 
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should in a phljegiriatic, heavy gownman, will see 
farther in its own empire, and produce more satis* 
factory notions on tnose dark and doubtful pro* 
blems. 

Some men think they have raised a great argu* 
ment against the use of spectres and magic in he- 
roic poetry, by saying they are unnatural ; but whe- 
ther they or I believe there are such things, is not 
material ; it is enough that, foraught we know, they 
may be in nature ; and whatever is, or may be, is 
not properly unnatural. Neither am I much con- 
cerned at Mr Cowley s verses before " Gondibert,'* 
though his authority is almost sacred to me: It is 
true, he has resembled the old epic poetry to a fan-» 
tastic fairy-land; but he has contradicted himself 
by his own example: For he has himself made use 
of angels and visions in his " Davideis," as. well as 
Tasso in his "Godfrey." 

What I have written on this subject will not be 
thought a digression by the reader, if he please to 
remember what I said in the beginning of this es- 
say, that I have modelled my heroic plays by the 
rules of an heroic poem. And if that be the most 
noble, the most pleasant, and the most instructive 
way of writing in verse, and withal the highest pat- 
tern of human life, as all poets have agreed, I snail 
need no other argument to justify my choice in this 
imitation. One advantage the drama has above the 
pther, namely, that it represents to view what the 
poem only does relate; and, Segnius irritant ani- 
mum demissa per aures^ quam quce sunt oailis subjecta 
Jidelibus, as Horace tells us. ' 

To those who object my frequent use of dmms 
apd trumpets, and my representations. of battles, I 
answer, I nxtroduced them not on the English stage : 
Shakespeare used them frequently; and though 
Jonson shews no battle in his " Catiline," yet you hear 
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ftom behind the scenes the sounding of trumpets, 
and the shouts of fighting armies. But, I add far- 
ther, that these warlike instruments, and even their 
presentations of fighting on tli^ stage, are no more 
than necessary to produce the effects of an heroic 
play ; that is, to raise the imagination of the audU 
ence, and to persuade them, for the time, that what 
they behold on the theatre is really performed. The 
poet is then to endeavour an absolute dominion over 
the minds of the spectators; for, though our fancy 
will contribute to its own deceit, yet a writer ought 
to help its operation : And that the Red Bull has 
formerly done the same, is no more an argument 
against our practice, than it would be for a physi- 
cian to forbear an approved medicine, because a 
mountebank has used it with success. 

Thus I have given a short account of heroic plays. 
I might now, with the usual eagerness of an author, 
make a particular defence of this. But the com- 
mon opinion (how unjust soever) has been so much 
to my advantage, that I have reason to be satisfied, 
and to suffer with patience all that can be urged 
against it. ' 

For, otherwise, what can be tnore easy for me, 
than to defend the character of Almanzor, .which 
is one great exception that is made against the 
play ? 'Tis said, that Almanzor is no perfect pattern 
df heroic virtue, that he is a contemner of kings, 
and that he is made to perform impovssibilities. 

I must therefore avow, in the first place, from 
whence I took the character. The first image I 
had of him, was from the Achilles of Homer ; the 
next from Tasso's Rinaldo, (who was a copy of the 
former) and the third from the Artaban of Monsieur 
Calpranede, who has imitated both. The original 
of these, Achilles, is taken by Homer for his hero ; 
and is described by him as one, who in strength 
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and courage surpassed the rest of the Grecian army } 
but, withal, of so fiery a temper, so impatient of an 
injury, even from his king and general, that when 
his mistress was to be forced from him by the com- 
mand of Agamemnon, he not only disobeyed it, but 
returned him an answer full of contumely, and in 
the most opprobrious terms he could imagine ; they 
are Homers words which follow, and I have cited 
but some few amongst a multitude. 

0^oC»^E(, KVifo^ tfXfiar t^ufy n^ayifif f tXafoto, — II. «. V. 225. 
Au/AoCo^of $eta-iMvi, &C. II. a, v. 231. 

Nay, he proceeded so far in his insolence, as to 
draw out his sword, with intention to kill him ; 

"EXkito y Ix KoXtoTo iJLtyci ^^oq. II. a. V. 194. 

and, if Minerva had not appeared, and held his hand, 
he had executed his design ; and it was all she could 
do to dissuade him from it The event was, that 
he left the anny, and would fight no more. Aga- 
memnon gives his character thus to Nestor; 

A^X 0^ avf]^ eO^Xm TFi^l 7roirrv9 cju^Erai a^X«;v, 

11. a. V. 287, 288. 

and Horace gives the same description, of him in 
his Art of Poetrv. 



Honoratxim si fortk reponis AchUlem^ 

Impiger, iracimdus, inexorabilis, acer^ 

Jura neget sibi nata, nihil non arroget armis, 

Tasso's chief character, Rinaldo, was a man of 
the same temper ; for, when he had slain Gernando 
in his heat of passion, he not only refused to be 
judged by Godfrey, his general, but threatened that 
if he came to seize him, he would right himself by 
arms upon him ; witness these following lines of 
Tasso : 

1 
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Venga egU^ o mandi, to terrh fermo il piede : 
Givdicijian tra noi la sorter e I'arme ; 
Fera tragedia vuol che s'appresentif 
Per lor diporto^ alle nemiche gentL 

You see how little these great authors did esteem 
the point of honour, so much magnified by the 
French, and so ridiculously aped by us. They made 
their heroes men of honour; but so, as not to di- 
vest them quite of human passions and frailties : 
they content themselves to shew you, what men 
of great spirits would certainly do when they were 
provoked, not what they were obliged to do by the 
strict rules of moral virtue. For my own part, I declare 
myself for Homer and Tasso, and am more in love 
with Achilles and Rinaldo, than with Cyrus and 
Oroondates. I shall never subject my characters 
to the French standard, where love and honour are 
to be weighed by drams and scruples ; Yet, where 
I have designed the patterns of exact virtues, such 
as in this play are the parts of Almahide, of Ozmyn, 
and Benzayda, I may safely challenge the best of 
theirs. 

But Almanzor is taxed with changing sides : and 
what tie has he on him to the contrary r He is 
not bom their subject whom he serves, and he is 
injured by them to a very high degree. He threat- 
ens them, and speaks insolently of sovereign power; 
but so do Achilles and Rinaldo, who were subjects 
and soldiers to Agamemnon and Godfrey of Bul- 
loigne. He talks extravagantly in his passion ; but, 
if I would take the pains to quote an hundred pas- 
sages of Ben Jonson s Cethegais, I could easily snew 
you, that the rhodomontades of Almanzor are nei- 
ther so irrational as his, nor so impossible to be put 
in execution ; for Cethegus threatens to destroy 
nature, and to raise a new one out of it ; to kill all 
the senate for his part of the action ; to look Cato 
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dead ; and a thousand other things as extravagant 
he says, but performs not one action in the play. 

But none of the former calumnies will stick ; and, 
therefore, it is at last charged upon me, that Alman- 
zor does all things ; or if you will have an absurd 
accusation, in their nonsense who make it, that he 
performs unpossibilities : they say, that being a 
stranger, he appeases two fighting factions, when 
the authority of their lawful sovereign could not. 
This is indeed the most improbable of all his actions, 
but it is far from being impossible. Their king had 
made himself contemptible to his people, as the his- 
tory of Granada tells us ; and Almanzor, though a 
stranger, yet was.aheady known to them by his 
gallantry in the Juegq de torros, his engagement on 
the weaker side, and more especially by the charac- 
ter of his person and brave actions, given by Ab- 
dalla just before ; and, after all, the greatness of the 
enterprise consisted only in the daring, for he had 
the kmg's guards to second him : But we have read 
both of Caesar, and many other generals, who have 
not only calmed a mutiny with a word, but have 
presented themselves single before an army of their 
enemies; which upon sight of them has revolted 
from their own leadei^s, and come over to their 
trenches. In the rest of Almanzor s actions you see 
him for the most part victorious ; but the same for- 
tune 'has constantly attended many heroes, who 
wei'e not imaginary. Yet, you see it no inheritance 
to him ; for, in the first place, he is made a prison- 
er; and, in the last, .defeated, and not able to pre- 
serve the city from being taken. If , the history of 
' the late Duke of Guise be true, he hazarded more, 
and performed not less in Naples, than Almanzor is 
feigned to have dqne in Granada. 

I have been too tedious in this apology ; but to 
inake some satisfaction, I will leave the rest of mf 
play exposed to the critickS; without defence. 
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The concernment of it is wholly passed from me, 
and ought to be in them who have been favourable 
to it, and are somewhat obUged to defend their opi- 
nions. That there are errors in it, I deny not; 
Ast opere in tantofas est obrepere somnum. 

But I have already swept the stakes : and, with 
the common good fortune of prosperous gamesters, 
can be content to sit quietly ; to hear my fortune 
cursed by some, and my faults arraigned by others; 
and to suffer both without reply. 
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ON 

MR DRYDEN'S PLAY, 
THE CONQUEST OF GRANADA. 



The applause I gave among the foolish crowd 

Was not distinguished, though I clapped aloud : 

Or, if it had, my judgment had been hid : 

I clapped for company, as others did. 

Thence may be told the fortune of your play ; 

Its goodness must be tried another way. 

Let's judge it then, and, if we've any skill, 

Commend what's good, though we commend it ill. 

There will be praise enough ; yet not so much, 

As if the world had never any such : 

Ben Johnson, Beaumont, Fletcher, Shakespeare, are. 

As well as you, to have a poet's share. 

You, who write after, have, besides, this curse, 

You must write better, or you else write worse. 

To equal only what was writ before. 

Seems stolen, or borrowed from the former store. 

Though blind as Homer all the ancients be, 

'Tis on their shoulders, like the lame, we see. 

Then not to flatter th' age, nor flatter you, 

(Praises, though less, are greater when they're true,) 

You're equal to the best, out-done by you ; 

Who had out-done themselves, had they lived now, 

Vaughan*. 



t Joho> Lord Yaughan, eldest surviving son of Richard^ Earl of Carbery. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE FIRST PART,, 
SPOKEN BY 

MRS ELLEN GWYN, 

IN A BROAD-BRIMMED HAT, AND WAIST-BELT.* 

This jest was first of the other house's making. 

And, five Ximes tried, has never faRed of taking; 

For 'twere a shame a poet should be killed 

Under the shelter of so broad a shield. 

This is that hat, whose very sight did win ye 

To laugh and clap as though the devil were in ye. 

As then, for Nokes, so now I hope you'll be 

So dull, to laugh once more for love of me. 

I'll write a play, says one, for I have got 

A broad-brimmed hat, and waist-belt, towards a plot* 

Says the other, I have one more large than that. 

Thus they out- write each other — with a hat ! 

The brims still grew with every play they writ ; 

And grew so large, they covered all the wit. 

Hat was the play ; 'twas language, wit, and tale : 

Like them that find meat, drink, and cloth in ale* 

What dulness do these mongrel wits confess, 

When all their hope is actmg of a dress ! 

Thus, two the best comedians of the age 

Must be worn out, with being blocks o' the stage ; 

Like a young girl, who better things has known. 

Beneath their poet's impotence they groan. 

See now whaJt charity it was to save ! 

They thought you liked, what only you forgave ; 



• There is a vagne tradition, that, in this grotesque dress, (for the brims of 
the hat were as broad as a cart-wheel,) Nell Gvryn had the good fortune first 
to attract the attention of her royal lover. Where the jest lav, is difficull t» 
vihcover : it seems to have originated with the duke of York's players. 
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And brought you more dull sense, dull sense much worse 

Than brisk gay nonsense, and the heavier curse. 

They bring old iron, and glass upon the stage. 

To barter with the Indians of our age. 

Still they write on, and like great authors show ; •% 

But 'tis as rollers in wet gardens grow > 

Heavy with dirt, and gathering as they go. J 

May none, who have so little understood, 

To like such trash « presume to praise what's good ! 

And may those drudges of the stage, whose fate 

Is damned dull farce more dully to translate, 

Fall under that excise the state thinks fit 

To set on all French wares, whose worst is wit. 

French farce, worn out at home, is sent abroad ; 

And, patched up here, is made our English mode. 

Henceforth, let poets, ere allowed to write, 

Be searched, like duelists before they fight. 

For wheel- broad hats, dull honour, all that chaff. 

Which makes you mourn, and makes the vulgar laugh : 

For these, in plays, are as unlawful arms. 

As, in a combat, coate of mail, and charms. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Mahomet BoxIbdelin, the last king of Granada. 

Prince Abdalla, his brother. 

Abdelmelech, chief of the Abencerrages. 

ZuLEMA, chief of the Zegrys. 

Abenamar, flrw old Abencerrago. 

Selin, an obi Zegry. 

OzMYN, a brave young Abencerrago, sonto Abenamar. 

Hamet, brother to Zulema, a Zegry. - 

Gomel, a Zegry. 

Almanzor. 

Ferdinand, king of Spain. ' 

Duke of Avico^y his General. 

Don Alonzo d'Aguilar, a Spanish Captain. 

Almahide, Queen of Granada. 
Lyndaraxa, Sister of Zuleu Ay a Zegry Lady. 
Benzayda, Daughter to Selin. 
EsPERANZA, Slave to the Queen. 
Halyma, Slave to Lyndaraxa. 
Isabella, Queen of Spain. 

Messengers, Guards, Attendants, Men, and Women. 

SCENE. — Granada, and the Christian Camp be^ 
sieging it. 
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ALMAN20R AND ALMAHIDE, 



OB^ rnk 



CONQUEST OP GRANADA. 



• THE FIRST PART. 



ACT L SCENE 1. 

Winter Boabdelin, Abenamab, ABDELMEiiECft, 
and Gtiards. 

Boab. Thus, in the triumphs of soft peace, I reign; 
And, from my walls, defy the powers of Spain ; 
With pomp and sports my love I celebrate. 
While they keep distance, and attend my state.- — 
Parent to her, whose eyes my soul enthral, 

[7b Aben. 
Whom I, in hope, already father call, 
Abenamar, thy youth these sports hks known, 
Of which thy age is now spectator grown ; 
Judge-like tnou sit'st, to praist, or to arraign 
The flying skirmish of the darted c^e : ^ 

VOL. IV. Q 
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But, when fierce bulls run loose upon the place, 
And our bold Moors their loves with danger grace, 
Then heat new-bends thy slackened nerves again, 
And a short youth runs warm through every vein/ 

Aben. I must confess the encounters of this day 
Wanned me indeed, but quite another way,-^ 
Not with the fire of youth ; but generous rage, 
To see the glories of n^y youthful age 
So far out-done. 

Abdelm. Castile could nevei' boast, in all its pride, 
A pomp so splendid, when the lists, set wide. 
Gave room to the fierce bulls, which wildly ran 
In Sierra Ronda, ere the war began ; 
Who, with high nostrils snuffing up the wind, 
Now stood the champion of the savage kind. 
Just opposite, within the circled place, 
Ten of our bold Abencerrages race 
(Each brandishing his bull-spear in his hand,) 
Did their proud iennets gracefully command. 
On their steeFd heads their demi-lances wore 
Small pennons, which their ladies' colours bore. 
Before this troop did warlike Ozmyn go ; 
Each lady, as he rode, saluting low; 
At the chief stands, with reverence more profdund. 
His well-taught courser, kneeling, touched the 

ground; 
Thence raised, he sidelong bore his rider on. 
Still facing, till he out of sight was gone. 

Boab. lou praise him like a friend ; and I confess, 
His brave deportment merited no less. 

Abdelm. Nine bulls were launched by his victori- 
ous arm, 
Whose wary jennet, shunning still the harm, 
Seemed to attend the shock, and then leaped wide : 
Mean while, his dext'rous rider, when he spied 
The beast just stooping, 'twixt the neck and head 
His lance, with "never- erring ftiry, sped. 



Digitized by 



Google 



aCWIE I. THE CONQUEST OF GRANADA. , 35 

Aben. My son did well, and so did Haitiet too ; 
Yet did no more than we were wont to do ; 
But what the stranger did was more than man. 

Abdelm. He finished all those triumphs we be- 
gan. 
One bull, with curled black head, beyond the rest. 
And dew-laps hanging from his brawny chest, 
With nodding front a while did daring stand, 
.And with his jetty hoof spurned back the sand ; 
Then, leaping forth, he bellowed out aloud : 
The amazed assistants back each other crowd, 
"While monarch-like he ranged the listed field ; 
Some tossed, some gored, some trampling down he 

killed. 
The ignobler Moors from far his rage provoke 
With woods of darts, which from his sides he shook- 
Mean time your valiant son, who had before 
Gained famcj rode round to every Mirador ; 
Beneath each lady's stand a stop he made. 
And, bowing, took the applauses which they paid. 
Just in that point of time, the brave unknown 
Approached the lists. 

Boab. I marked him, when alone 
(Observed by all, himself observing none) 
He entered first, and with a graceful pride 
His fiery Arab dextrously did guide. 
Who, while his ridei' every stand surveyed, ' 
Sprung loose, and flew into an escapade ; 
Not moving forward, yet, with every bound, 
Pressing, and seeming still to quit his ground. 
What after passed 

Was far from the Ventanna where I sate, 
But you were near, and can the truth relate. 

[7b.ABDEL]Jf. 

Abdelm. Thus while he stood, the bull, who saw 
his foe. 
His easier conquests proudly did forego ; 
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» And, making at him with a furious bound. 
From his bent forehead aimed a double woiyid* 
A rising murmur ran through all the field, 
And eveiy lady's blood with fear was chilled : 
Some shrieked, while others, with more helpful care, 
Cried out aloud, — Beware, brave youth, beware ! 
At this he turned, and, as the bull drew near, 
SAiunned, and received him on his pointed spear ; 
The lance broke short, the beast then bellowed loud^ 
And his strong neck to a new onset bowed. 
The undaunted youth 

Then drew ; and, from his saddle bending low, 
Just where the neck did to the shoulders grow, 
With l^is full force discharged a deadly blow. 
Not heads of poppies (when they reap the grain) 
Fall with more ease before the labouring swain, 
Than fell this head : 

It fell so quick, it did even death prevent,' 
And made imperfect bellowings as it went. 
Then all the trumpets victory did sound. 
And yet their clangors in our shouts were drown'd. 

[A confused noise within. 
Boab. The alarm-bell rings from bur Alhambra 
walls, 
And from the streets sound drums and ataballes. 

[fVithin^ a belly drums, and trumpets.^ 

Enter a Messenger. 

How now ? from whence proceed these new alarms ? 

Mess. The two fierce factions are again in arms ; 
And, changing into blood the day's delight, 
The Zegrys with the Abencerrages fight ; . 
On each side their allies and friends appear ; 
The Macas here, the Alabezes there : 
The Gazuls with the Bencerrages join, 
And, with the Zegrys, all great GomeFs line. 

Boab. Draw up behind the Vivarambla place ; 
Double my guards, — these factions I will face ; 
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And try if all the fury they can brin^, 

Be proof against the presence of their king. 

[Esit BoAB. 

The Factions appear: At, the head of the Ahetr 

cerrages^ Ozmyn ; at the Head of the Zer 

grys, ZuLEMA, Hamet, Gomel, and Se- 

tiN : Abenamar and Abdelmelech, jom^ 

' • ed mth the Abencerrages. 

Zul The faint Abencerrages quit their ground : 
Press them ; put home your thrusts to every wound. 
. Abdelm. Zegry, on manly force our line relics ; 
Thine poorly takes the advantage of surprise : 
Unarmed and much out-numbered we retreat ; 
You gain no fame, when basely you defeat. 
If thou art brave, seek nobler victory ; 
Save Moorish blood; and, while our bands stand 

by, 

Let two and two an equal combat try. 

Ham. 'Tis not for fear the combat we refuse, 
But we our gained advantage will not lose. 

Zul. In combating, but two of you will fall ; 
And we resolve we 'will dispatch you all. 
. Ozm. Well double yet the exchange before we 

die, 
And each of ours two lives of yours shall buy. 

Almanzor enters hetxvixt them, as they stand, ready 
to engage. 

Aim. I cannot stay to ask which cause is best; 
But this is so to me, because opprest. 

[Goes to the Aben. 

"To them BoABDEjiiN and his guards^ going betwixt 

them. 

Boob. On your allegiance, I command you stay; 
Who passes nere, -^through me must make his way; 
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My life's the Isthmus; through tiiii narrow line 
You first must cut, before those seas can join. 
What fury, Zegrys, has possessed your minds? 
What rage the brave Abencerrages blinds? 
If of your courage you new proofs would show, 
Without much travel you may find a foe. 
Those foes are neither so remote nor few. 
That you should need each other to pursue. 
Lean times and foreign wars should minds unite ; 
When poor, men mutter, but they seldom fight. 
O holy Alba ! that I live.to see 
Thy Granadines assist their enemy ! 
You fight the christians' battles; every life 
You lavish thus, in this intestine sisife. 
Does from our weak foundations take one prop, 
Which helped to hold our sinking country up. 

Qzm. 'Tis fit our private enmity should cease ; 
Though injured first, yet I will first seek peace. 

ZuL No, murderer, no ; I never will be won 
To peace with him, whose hand has slain my son. 

Ozm. Our prophet's curse 
On me, and all the AbenceiTages light, 
If, unprovoked, I with your son did-'fight. 

Abdelm. A band of Zegrys ran withm the place, 
Matched with a troop of thirty of our race. 
Your son and Ozmyn the first squadrons led, 
Which, ten by ten, like Parthians, charged and fled. 
The ground was strowed with canes where we did 

meet, 
Which crackled underneath our coursers* feet : 
When Tarifa (I saw him ride a part) 
Changed bis Wunt cane for a steel-pointed dart, 

And, meeting Ozmyn next, 

Who wanted time for treason to provide, 

He basely threw it at him, undefied. 

Ozm. [Sbetving his a^rms.} Witness this blood— 
which when by treason sought, 
Tliat followed, sir, which to myself I ought. 
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Ztd. His hate to thee was grounded on a grudge, 
Which all our generous Zegrys just did judge : 
Thy villain-blood thou openly didst place 
Above the purple of our kingly race. 
Boab. From equal stems their blood both houses 
draw, 
They from Morocco, you from Cordova. 

Ham, Their mongrel race is mixed with Christian 
breed ; 
Hence 'tis that they those dogs in prisons feed. 
Abdelm. Our holy prophet wills, that charity 
Should even to birds and beasts extended be : 
None knows what fate is for himself designed ; 
The thought of human chance should make us kind. 
Gom. We waste that time we to revenge should 
give: 
Fall on : let no Abencerrago live. 

[Advancing before the rest of his party. Al* 
MANZOR, advancing on the other side, and 
describing a line with his sword. ' 
Almanz. Upon thy life pass not this middle 
space ; 
Sure death stands guarding the forbidden place. 
Gonf. To dare that death, I will approach yet 
nigher; 
Thus, — ^wert thou compassed in with circling fire. 

[Thtyjight. 

Boab. Disarm them both; if they resist you, kill. 

[Almanzor, in the midst of the guards^ kills 

Gomel, and then is disarmed. 

Abnanz. Now you have but the leavings of my 

will. 
Boak Kill him ! this insolent unknown shall fall, 
And be the victim to atone you all. 

Ozm. If he must die, not one of us will live : 
That life he gave for us, for him we give. 
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, Boab. It was a traitors voice that spoke t^iqse 

Vords ; 
So are yoyi all, who do not sheath your swords. 

ZuL Outrage unpunished, when a prince is by, 
For^ts to scorn the rights of majesty : 
No subject his protection can expect, 
Who what he owes himself does first neglect. 

Aben^ This stranger, sir, is he, 
Who lately in the Vivarambla place 
Did, with so loud applause, your triumphs grace. 

Boti). The word whiph I have giveii, I'U not re- 
voke; 
If he be brave, h^'s ready for the stroke. 

Almanz.. No man has more conten^pt tiian I of « 
breath, 
But whence hast thou the right to give. me death? 
Obeyed as sovereign by thy subjects be. 
But know, that I alone am king of me. 
I am as free as nature fir^t mad^ man, 
Ere the base laws of servitude began, 
When wildjn wood9 the noble savage ran, 

Bopb. Since, then, no power above your own you 
know. 
Mankind should use you like a common foe ; 
You should be hunted like a beast of prey : 
By your own law I take your life away. 
. Almanz. My laws are made but only for my sake; 
No king against himself a law can make. 
If thou pretend'st to be a prince like me. 
Blame not an act, which should thy pattern ba 
I saw the oppressed, and thought it did belong 
To a king's office to redress the wrong : 
I brought that succour, which tkou pught'st to bring^^ 
And so, in nature, am thy subjects' king. 

Boab. I do not want vour counsel to direct, 
Qr aid to help me punish or protect. 
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Almanz. Thou waut'st them both, or better ihoxx 
would St kuow, 
Than to let factions in thy kingdom grow. , 
, Divided interests, while thou think'st to, sway, 
Draw, like two brooks, thy middle stream away : 
For though they band and jar, yet both combine 
To make their greatness by the fall of thine. 
Thus, like a buckler, thou art held in sight. 
While they behind thee with each other fight. 
: Boab. Away, and execute him instantly !_ 

\To his Gitards, 

Almanz. Stand off; I have not leisure yet to die. 

To theniy enter Abdalla hastily. 

Abdal Hold, sir! for heaven's sake hold! 
Defer this noble stranger's punishment^ 
Or your rash orders you will soon repent. ' 

iS(ftfl&--Btother, you know npt yet his insolence, 

Abdal. Upon yourself you punish his oflfence : 
If we treat gallant strangers in this sort. 
Mankind will shun the inhospitable cQurt; 
And who, henceforth, to our defence will come, 
, If death must be the brave Almanzor's doom ? 
From Africa I drew him to your aid, 
And for his succour have his life betrayed. 

Boab. Is this the Almanzor whom at Fez you 
knew, 
When first their swords the XerifF brothers drew? 

Abdal This, sir, is he, who for the elder fought. 
And to the juster cause the conquest brought; 
TiU the proud Santo, seated on the throne, 
Disdained the service he had done to own :. 
Theii *o the vanquished part his fate he led ; 
The vanquished triumphed, and the victor fled. 
Vast is his courage, boundless is his mind,. 
Rough as a storm, and humorous as wind : 
Honour's the only idol of Jus eyes; 
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The charms of beauty like a pest he flies ; 
And, raised by valour from a birth unknown, 
Acknowledges no power above his own. 

[BoABDELiN coming to Almanzor. 

Boab. Impute your danger to our ignorance; 
The bravest men are subject most to chance: 
Granada much does to your kindness owe ; 
But towns, expecting sieges, cannot show 
More honour, than to invite you to a foe. 

Almanz. I do not doubt but I have been to blame : 
But, to pursue the end for which I came, 
Unite your subjects first ; then let us go. 
And pour their common rage upon the foe. 

Boab. [to the Factions.] Lay down your arms, and 
let me beg you cease 
Your enmities. 

Zul. We will not hear of peace, 
Till we by force have first revenged our slain. 

Abdelm. The action we have done we will main- 
tain. 

Selin. Then let the king depart, and we will try 
Our cause by arms. 

Zul, For us and victory. 

Boab. A king entreats you. 

Almanz. What subjects will precarious kings re- 
gard? 
A beggar speaks too softly to be heard : 
Lay down your anns ! 'tis I command you now. 
Do it — or, by our prophet's soul I vow, 
My hands shall right your king on him T seize. 
Now let me see whose look but disobeys. 

All. Long live king Mahomet Boabdelin ! 

Almanz. No more; but hushed as midnight si- 
lence go ; 
He will not have your acclamations now. 
Hence, you unthinking crowd ! — 

[The Common People go off on both parties. 
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Empire, thou poor and despicable thing, 
When such as these make or unmake a king! 
AbdaL How much of virtue lies in one great soul, 

[Embracing him. 
Whose single force can mtiltitudes controul \ 

{A tnmpet within. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Messen. The- Duke of Arcos, sir, 
Does with a trumpet from the foe appear. 
Boab. Attend him; he shall have his audience 
here. 

Enter the Duke of Arcos. 

D. Arcos. The monarchs of Castile and Arragon 
Have sent me to you, to demand this town, 
To which their just and rightful claim is known. 

Boab. Tell Ferdinand, my right to it appears 
By long possession of eight hundred years : 
When first my ancestoi*s from Afric sailed, 
In Rodrique's death your Gothic title failed. 

D. Arcos. The successors of Rodrique still remain, 
And ever since have held some part of Spain : 
Even in the midst of your victorious powers, 
The Asturias, and all Portugal, were ours. 
You have no right, except you force allow ; 
And if yours then was just, so ours is now. 

Boab. Tis true from force the noblest^title springs; 
I therefore hold from that, which first made kings. 

Z). Arcos. Since then by force you prove your title 
true, 
Ours must be just, because we claim from you. 
When with TOur father you did jointly reign, 
Invading wKh your Moors the south of Spain, 
I, who that day the Christians did command, 
Then took, and brought you bound to Ferdinand. 
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Boab. ril hear no more ; defer what you would say : 
In private well discourse some other day. 

t).Arco8. Sir, you shall hear, however you are loth. 
That, like a perjured prince, you broke your oath i 
To gain vour freedom you a contract signed, 
By whicn your crown you to my king resigned, 
From thenceforth as his vassal holding it, 
And paying tribute such as he thought fit; 
Contracting, when your father came to die^ 
To lay aside all marks of royalty. 
And at Purcheria privately to live, 
Which, in exchange, king Ferdinand did' give. 

Boah. The force used on me made that contract 
void. 

D.Arcos. Why have you then its benefits en- 
joyed? 
By it you had not only freedom then, 
But, since, had aid of money and of men; 
And, when Granada for your uncle held,. 
You were by us restored, and he expelled. 
Since that, in peace we let you reap your gi'ain, 
Recalled our troops^ that used to beat your plain ; 
And mor e 

Almanz. Yes, yes, you did, with wonderous care, 
Against his rebels prosecute the war. 
While he secure in your protection slept; 
For him you took, but for yourself you kept. 
Thus, as some fawning usurer does feed. 
With present sums, the unwary spendthrift's need, 
You sold your kindness at a boundless rate. 
And then o'erpaid the debt from his estate; 
Which, mouldering piecemeal, in your hands did 

fall. 
Till now at last you come to swoop it all. 

D. Areas. The wrong you do my king, I cannot 
bear; 
Whose kindness you would odiously compare* — 
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The estate was his ; which yet, since you deny. 
He's now content, in his own wrong,, to buy. 

Almanz. And he shall buy it dear! What his he 
calls. 
We will not give cme stone from out these walls. 

Boab. Take this for answer, then, — 
Whate'er your arms have conquered of my land, 
I will, for peace, resign to Ferdinand. — 
To harder terms my mind I cannot bring; 
But, as I still have lived, will die a king. 

-D. Arcos. Since thus you have resolved, hence*- 
. forth prepare 
For all the last extremities of war : 
My king his hope from heaven s assistance draws. 

Alnumz. The Moors have heaven, and me, to as- 
sist their cause. {Exit Aecos. 

Enter Espeeanza. 

Esper. Fair Alnjahide,^ ' 

(Who did with weeping eyes these discords see, 
And fears the omen, may unlucky be,) 
Prepares a zambra to be danced this night. 
In hope soft pleasures may your minds unite. 

Boab. My mistress gently chides the fault I made : 
But tedi(^s business has my love delayed, — 
Business, which dares the joys of kings invade. 

Almanz. First let us sally out, and meet the foe. 

Abdal. Led on by you, we on tp triumph go. 

Boob. Then with the day let war and tumult 
cease ; 
The tiight be sacred to our love and peace : 
Tis just some joys on weary kings should wait; 
Tis all we gain by being slaves to state. [Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 



Enter ABjyAT.1, Ay Abdelmelech, Ozmyn, Zulema^ 
and Ha met, as returning from the sally. 

Abdal This happy day does to Granada bring 
A lasting peace, and triumphs to the king !— 
The two fierce factions will no longer jar, 
Since they have now been brothers in the war. 
Those who, apart, in emulation fought, 
The common danger to one body brought; 
And, to his cost, the proud CastiUan finds 
Our Moorish courage in united minds. 

Abdelm. Since to each others aid our lives we owc^ 
Lose we the name of faction, and of foe; 
Which I to Zulema can bear no more, 
Since Lyndaraxa's beauty I adore. 

ZuL 1 am obliged to Lyndaraxa's charms, 
Which gain the conquest I should lose by anns ; 
And wish my sister may continue fair, 
That I may keep a good. 
Of whose possession I should else despair. 

Ozm. While we indulge our common happiness^ 
He is forgot, by whom we all possess ; 
The brave Almanzor, to whose arms we owe 
All that we did, and all that we shall do; 
Who, like a tempest, that out-rides the -wind, 
Made a just battle ere the bodies joined, 

Abdelm. His victories we scarce could keep in 
view, 
Or polish them so fast as he rough-drew. 

Abdal, Fate, after him, below with pain did movt. 
And victory could scarce keep pace above : 
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Death did at length so many slaiu forget, 
And lost the tale, and took them by the great 

Enter Almanzok, with the Duke ^Arcos, 
prisoner. 

Hamet. Sec, here he comes, 
And leads in triumph him, who did command 
The vanquished army of king Ferdinand. 

Almanz. [To the Duke.] Thus far your master s 
arms a fortune find 
Below the swelled ambition of his mind ; 
And Alha shuts a misbeliever s reign 
From out the best and goodliest part of Spain. 
Let Ferdinand Calabrian conquests make, 
And from the French contested Milan take; 
Let him new worlds discover to the old. 
And break up shining mountains, big with gold ; 
Yet he shall find this small domestic foe. 
Still sharp and pointed, to his bosom grow. 

D. Arcos. Of small advantages too much you 
bpast; 
You beat the out-guards of my masters host: 
This little loss, in our vast body, shows 
So small, that half have never heard the news. 
Fame s out of breath, ere she can fly so far. 
To tell them all, that you have e'er made war. 

Almanz, It pleases me your army is so great; 
For now I know there's more to conquer yet. 
By heaven ! I'll see what troops you have behind : 
I'll lace this storm, that thickens in the wind; 
And, with bent forehead, full against it go, 
Till I have found the last and utmost foe. 

D. Areas. Believe, you shall not long attend in 
vain: 
To-morrow's dawn shall coT^' ^11 the plain ; 
Bright arms shall flash upon you from afar, 
A wood of lances, and a moving war. 
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But I, unhappy, in my bonds, must yet 
Be only pleased to hear of your defeat^ 
And witn a slave's inglorious ease remain, 
Till conquering Ferdinand has brake Thy chMi!, 

Almanz, Vain man, thy hopes of Ferdinand we 
weak! 
I hold thy chain too fast for him to break. 
But, since thou threaten'st us, I'll set thee free, 
That I again may fight, and conquer thee. 

Z). Arcos. Old as I am, I take thee at thy word. 
And will to-morrow thank Ihee with my sword. 

Almanz. I'll ^o, and instantly acquaint the king^ 
And sudden orders for thy freedom bring. 
Thou canst not be so pleased at liberty, 
As I shall be to find tnou darest be free. 

[Ej:eunt Almanzor, Arcos, and the rest, cx^ 
cepting only Abdalla and Zulema. 

Abdal Of all those Christians who infest this 
town, 
This duke of Arcos is of most renown. 

ZuL Oft have I heard, that, in your father's reign, 
His bold adventurers beat the neighbouring plains 
Then under Ponce Leon's name he fought, 
And from our triumphs many prizes brought; 
Till in disgrace from Spain at length he went^ 
And since continued long in banishment. 

Abdal. But, see, your beauteous sister does appear. 

Enter Lyndaraxa. 

ZuL By my desire she came to find me here: 
[Zulema and Lyndaraxa whisper; then TAshf 
goes outy and Lykdar. is going after. 
Abdal. Why, fairest Lyndaraxa, do you fly 

[Staving hei'. 
A prince, who at yoiir feet is proud to die? 

Lyndar. Sir, I should blush4x> own so rude a tfaiiig, 

{Staying. 
As 'tis to shun the brother of liiy king. 
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Abdal. In my hard fortune, I some ease should 
find, 
Did your disdain extend to all mankind. 
But give me leave to grieve, and to complain, 
That you give others what I beg in vain. 

Lyndar. Take my esteem, if you on that can live; 
For, frankly, sir, 'tis all I have to give : 
If from my heart you ask or hope for more, 
I grieve the place is taken up before. 

Abdal My rival merits you. — 
To Abdelmelech I will justice do ; 
For he wants worth, who dares not praise a foe. 

Lyndar. That for his virtue, sir, you make defence, 
Shows in your own a noble confidence. 
But him defending, and excusing me, 
I know not what can your advantage be. 

Abdal. I fain would ask, ere I proceed in this, 
If, as by choice, you are by promise his ? 

Lyndar. The engagement only in my love does 
lie, 
But that's a knot which you can ne'er untie. 

Abdal, When cities are besieged, and treat tq 
yield. 
If there appear relievers from the field, 
The flag of parley may be taken down. 
Till the success of those without is known. 

Lyndar. Though Abdelmelech has not yet possest. 
Yet I have sealed the treaty in my breast. 

Abdal. Your treaty has not tied you to a day ; 
Some chance might break it, would you but delay. 
If I can judge the secrets of your heart, 
Ambition in it has the greatest part'; 
And wisdom, then, will shew some difference, 
Betwixt a private person, and a prince. 

Lyndar. Princes are subjects still. — 
Subject and subject can small difl^erence bring : 
The difference is 'twixt subjects and a king. 

VOL. IV. B 
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And since, sir, you are none, your hopes remove; 
tor less than empire I'll not change my love. 

Abdal. Had I a crown, all I should prize in it^ 
Should be the power to lay it at your feet 

iywflfar. Had yiou that crown, which you but wislv 
not hope,. 
Then I, perhap$, might stoop, and tuke it up. 
But till your wishes aud your hopes agiee, 
You shall be still a private man with me. 

AbdaL If I am king, aad if my brother die, 

Lyndar. Two if 's scarce make one possibility, 

AbdaL The rule of happiness by reasoa scan,\ 
You may be happy with a private man. 

Lyndar. That happiness I may enjoy, 'tis true^ 
But then that private man must not be you. 
Where'er I love, Tm happy in my choice ; 
If I make you so, you shall pay my price, 

AbdaL Why would you be so great .^ 

Lyndar. Because I've seen, 
This day, what 'tis to hope to be a queen. — - 
Heaven, how you all watched each motion of her 

eye! 
None could be seen while Almahide was by, 
Because she is to be — her majesty ! — 
Why would I be a queen? Because my face 
Would wear the title with a better grace. 
If I became it not, yet it would be 
Part of your duty, then, to flatter me. 
These are but half the charms of being great ; 
I would be somewhat, that I know not yet: — 
Yes ! I avow the ambition of my soul, 
To be that one to live without controul ! 
And that's another happiness ta me. 
To be so happy as but one can be. 

AbdaL Madam, — because I would all doubts re- 
move, — 
Would you, were I a king, accept my love ? 
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Lyndar. I would accept it; and, to shew 'tis true, 
From any other man as soon as you. 

Abdal. Your sharp replies make me not love yon 
less; 
But make me seek new paths to happiness.-r— 
What I design, by time will best be seen : 
You rnay be mine, ?ind yet may be a queen. 
When you are so, your word your love assures. 

Lyndar. Perhaps not love you, — but I will be 
yomrs.-^ 

[He offers to take her hand, and km it. 
Stay, sir, that grace I cannot yet allow ; 
Before you set the crown upon my brow.T-r- 
That iavour which you seek, 
Or Abdelmelecb, or a king, must have ; 
When you are so, then you may be my slave. 

[Esit; but looks smiling back on him. 

Abdal. Howe'er imperious in her words she were, 
Her parting looks had nothing of severe ; 
A glancing smile allured me to command. 
And her soft fingers gently pressed my hand : 
I felt the pleasure glide through every part ; 
Her hand went through me to my very heart. 
For such another pleasure, did he live, 
I could my father of a crown deprive.-r- 
Whatdidlsay?-- 
Father! — ^That impious tbcMight has shocked my 

mind : 
How bold our passions are, and yet how blind !-*- 
She's gone ; and now, 
Methinks^ there is less glory in a crown : 
My boiling passions settle, and go down. 
Like amber chafed, when she is near, she acts ; 
When farther off, inclines, but not attracts. 
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Enter Zulema. 

Assist me, Zulema, if thou wouldst be 
That friend thou seem'st^ assist me against me. 
Betwixt my love and virtue I am tossed ; 
This must be forfeited, or that be lost. 
I could do much to merit thy applause, — 
Help me to fortify the better cause ; 
My honour is not wholly put to flight, 
But would, if seconded, renew the fight. 

Zul I met my sister, but I do not see 
What difficulty in your choice can be : 
She told me all ; and 'tis so plain a case. 
You need not ask what counsel to embrace. 

AbdaL I stand reproved, that I did doubt at all; 
My waiting virtue staid but for thy call : 
'Tis plain that she, who, for a kingdom, now 
^ Would sacrifice her love, and break her vow, 
Not out of love, but interest, acts alone, 
And would, even in my arms, lie thinking of a 
throne. 

Zul. Add to the rest, this one reflection more: 
When she is married, and you still adore, . 
Think then, — and think what comfort it will bring, — 
She had been mine, 
Had I but only dared to be a king ! 

AbdaL I hope you only would my honour try; 
I m loth to think you virtue's enemy. 

ZuL If, when a crown and mistress are in place, 
Virtue intrudes, with her lean holy face. 
Virtue's then mine, and not I virtue's foe. 
Why does she come where she has nought to do? 
Let her with anchorites, not with lovers, lie ; 
Statesmen and they keep better company. 

AbdaL Reason was given to curb our head-strong 
will. 

ZuL Reason but shews a weak physicians skill; 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



SCENE I. THE CONQUEST OF GRANADA. 53 

Gives nothing, while the raging fit does last, 
But stays to cure it, when the worst is past. 
Reason's a staff for age, when nature's gone ; 
But youth is strong enough to walk alone. 

Abdal In cursed ambition I no rest should find, 
But must for ever lose my peace of mind. 

Zul Methinks that peace of mind were bravely 
lost; 
A crown, whate er we give, is worth the cost. 

Abdal. Justice distributes to each man his right ; 
But what she gives not, should I take by might? 

Zul. If justice will take all, and nothing give, 
Justice, methinks, is not distributive. 

Abdal. Had fate so pleased, I had been eldest bom. 
And then, without a crime, the crowoi had worn ! — 

ZiU. Would you so please, fate yet a way would 
find; 
Man makes his fate according to his mind. 
The weak low spirit, fortune makes her slave ; 
But she's a drudge, when hectored by the brave : 
If fate weaves common thread, he'll change the 

doom, 
And with new pui-ple spread a nobler loom. 

Abdal. No more! — I will nsuip the royal seat; 
Thou, who hast made me wicked, make me great. 

Zul. Your way is plain : the death of Tarifa 
Does on the king our Zegiys' hatred draw : 
Though with our enemies in show we close, 
Tis but while M^e to purpose can be foes. 
Selin, who heads us, would revenge his son ; 
But favour hinders justice to be done. 
Proud Ozmyn with the king his power maintains, 
And, in him, each Abencerrago reigns. 

Abdal. What face of any title can I bring? 

Zul. The right an eldest son has to be king. 
Your father was at first a private man, 
And got your brother ere his reign began ; 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



54 THE FIRST PART OF ACT II. 

\ 

When, by his valour, he the crown had won, 
Then you were born a monarch's eldest son. 
- AbclaL To sharp-eyed reason this \^^uld seem un- 
true ; 
But reason I through love's false optics view. 

ZuL Love s mighty power has led me ciptivie too ; 
I am in it unfortunate as you. 

AbclaL Our loves and fortunes shall together go ; 
Thou shalt be happy, when 1 first aiii so. 

ZuL The Zegrys at old Selin's house are' iriet^ 
Where, in close council, for ievenge they sit : 
There we our common interest will unite ; 
You their revenge shall own, and they your right 
One thing I had forgot, which may import : 
I met Almanzor coming back from court, 
But with a discomposed and speedy pace> ' 
A fiery colour kindling all his face : 
The king his prisoner s freedom has denied, 
And that refusal has provoked his pride. 

AbclaL 'Would he were om^ ! — 
Til try to gild the injustice of his cause, 
And court his valour with a vast applause. 

ZuL The bold are but the instruments o'the vnsc; 
They undertake the dangers we advise: 
Arid, while our fabric With their pains we raise, 
We take the profit, and pay them with praise. 

[Etveuntl 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

tlriter Almanzor and Abdalla. 

Almanz. That he should dare to do me this di3- 
. grace ! — 
is fool, or coward, writ upon my face.^ 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



AGf IH- THE CONQUESf OF GRANADA. 5^ 

Refuse my prisoner ! — I such means will use, 
He shall not have a prisoner to refuse. 
AbdaL He said, you were not by your promise 

tied; 
That he absolved your word, when he denied. 
Almanz* He break my promise, and absolve my 

vowl 
Tis more tham Mahomet himself can do ! — 
The word, which I have given, shall stand like fate; 
Not like the king's, that weather-cock of state. 
He stands so high, with so unfixed a mind, 
Two factions turn him with each blast of wind :, 
But now, he shall not veer! my word is past; 
I'U take his heart by the roots, and hold it fast. 
AbdaL You have your vengeance in your hand 

this hour; 
Make me the humble creature of your power : 
The Granadines will gladly me obey; 
(Tired with so base and impotent a sway) 
And, when I shew my title, you shall see, 
I have a better right to reign than he. 

. Almanz. It is sufficient that you make the claim ; 
You wrong our friendship when your right you 

name. 
When for myself I fight, I weigh the cause ; 
But friendship will admit of no such laws : 
That weighs by the lump; and, when the cause is 

light, 
Puts kindness in to set the balance right. 
True, I would wish my friend the juster side; 
But, in the unjust, my kindness more is tried : 
And all the opposition I can bring, 
Is, that I fear to make you such a king. 

Abdal. The majesty of kings we should not blame> 
When voyal minds adorn the royal name ; 
The vulgar, greatness too much idolize, 
But haughty subjects it too much despise. 
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Ahnanz. I only speak of him, 
Whom pomp and greatness sit so loose about, 
That he wants majesty to fill them out. 

AhdaL Haste, then, and lose no time ! — 
The business must be enterpiised this night : 
We must surprise the court in its delight. 

Almanz. For you to will, for me 'tis to obey : 
But I would give a crown in open day ; 
And, when the Spaniards their assault begin, 
At once beat those without, and these within. 

[Eant Almanz. 

Enter Abdelmelech. 

Abdelm. Abdalla, hold! — ^There's somewhat I in- 
tend 
To speak, not as your rival, but your friend. 

AbdaL If as a friend, I am obliged to hear; 
And what a rival says I cannot fear. 

Abdelm. Think, brave Abdalla, what it is you do : 
Your quiet, honour, and our friendship too, 
All for a fickle beauty you forego. 
Think, and turn back, before it be too late. 
Behold in me the example of your fate : 
I am your sea-mark; and, though wrecked and lost, 
My ruins stand to warn you from the coast, 

AbdaL Your counsels, noble Abdelmelech, move 
My reason to accept them, not my love. 
Ah, why did heaven leave man so weak defence. 
To trust fr;iil reason with the rule of sense ! 
'Tis overpoised and kicked up in the air, 
While sense weighs down the scale, and keeps it 

there ; 
Or, like a captive king, 'tis borne away, 
And forced to countenance its own rebels' sway. 

Abde/m. No, no; our leason was not vainly lent; 
Nor is a slave, but by its own consent: 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



5CENE I. THE CONQUEST OF GRANADA. 57 

If reason on his subject's triumph wait, 
An easy king deserves no better fete. 

AbdaL You speak too late; my empire's lost too 
far : 
I cannot fight. 

Abdelm. Then make a flying war ; 
Dislodge betimes, before you are beset. 

AbdaL Her teai-s, her smiles, her every look's a net. 
Her voice is hke a Syren's of the land ; 
And bloody hearts lie panting in her hand. 

Abdelm, This do you know, and tempt the dan- 
ger still ? 

AbdaL Love, like a lethargj^ has seized my will. 
I'm not myself^ since from her sight I went ; 
I lean my trunk that way, and there stand bent. 
As one, who, in some frightful dream, would shun 
His pressing foe, labours in vain tarun; 
And his own slowness, in his sleep, bemoans, 
With thick short sighs, weak cries, and tender 

groans, 
So I 

Abdelm. Some friend, in charity, should shake, 
And rouse, and call you loudly till you wake. 
Too well I know her blandishments to gain, 
Usurper-Uke, till settled in her reign ; 
Then proudly she insults, and gives you cares. 
And jealousies, short hopes, and long despairs.* 
To this hard yoke you must hereafter bow, 
Howe er she shines all golden to you now. 

AbdaL Like him, who on the ice 
Slides swiftly on, and sees the water near. 
Yet cannot stop himself in his career. 
So am I carried. This enchanted place, 
Like Circe's isle, is peopled with a race 
Of dogs and swine ; yet, though their fate I know, 
I look with pleasure, and am turning too. 

[Lyndakaxa passes over the Stage. 
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Abdelm. Fly, fly, before the allmements of her 
facCy 
ilre she return with some resisllesis grace. 
And with new magic cover all the place. 

Abdal I cannot, will not, — nay, I would not fly : 
I'll love, be blind, be cozened till I die; 
And you, who bid me wiser counsel take, 
I'll hate, and, if I can, I'll kill you for her sake. 

Abdelm. Even I, that counselled you, that choice 
approve : 
I'll hate you blindly, and her blindly love. 
Prudence, that stemmed the stream, is out of breath; 
And to go down it is the easier death. 

Lyndaraxa reenters, and smiles on Abdalla. 

[Ej^it Abdalla. 

Abdelm. That smile on Prince Abdalla seems to 

You are not in your killing mood to day : 
Men brand, indeed, your sex with cruelty, 
But you are too good to see poor lovers die, 
This god-like pity in you I extol; 
And more, because, like heaven's, 'tis geneial. 

Lyndar. My smile implies not that I gmnt liis 
suit : 
Twas but a bare return of his salute. 

Abdelm. It said, you were engaged, and I in pkcej 
But, to please both, you would divide the grace. 

Lyndar. You've cause to be contented with your 
part. 
When he has but tlie look, and you the heart. ' 

Abdelm. In giving but that look, you give what's, 
mine : 
111 not one corner of a glance resign. 
AU's mine; and I am covetous of my store : 
I have-not love enough, III tax you more. 
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Lyndar. I gave not love; 'twas but civility : 
He is a prince ; that's due to his degree. 
Abddm. That' prince yxm smiled on is my rival 

stai. 

And should, if me you loved, be treated ill. 
Lyndar. I know not how to show so rude a spite, 
Abdelm. That is, you know not how to love 
aright ; 
Or, if you did, you would more diflference see 
Betwixt our souls, than 'twixt our quality. 
Mark, if his birth makes any difference, 
If to his words it adds one grain of sense. 
That duty, which his birth can make his due, 
I'll pay, but it shall not be paid by you : 
For, if a prince courts her whom 1 1 dorc, 
He is my rival, and a prince no more. 

Lyndar. And when did I my power so far resign. 
That you should regulate each look of mine? . 
Abdelm. Then, when you gave your love, you 

gave that power. 
Lyndar. Twas during pleasure, 'tis revoked this 
hour. 
Now, call me fiilse, and rail on womankind, — 
'Tis all the remedy you re like to find. 

Abdelm. Yes, there s one more ; 
I'll hate you, and this visit is my last. 
Lyndar. Do't, if you can ; you know I hold you 
fast: 
Yet, for your quiet, would you could resign 
Your love, as easily as I do mine. 
Abdelm. Furies and hell, how unconcerned she 
speaks ! 
With what indifference all her vows she breaks ! 
Curse on me, but she smiles ! 

Lyndar. That smile's a part of love, and all's your 
due: 
I take it from, the prince, and give it you. 
% 
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Abdelm. Just heaven, must my poor heart your 
May-game prove, 
To bandy, and make children's play in love? 

[Half crying. 
Ah! how have I this cruelty desei-ved? 
I, who so truly and so long have served ! 
And left so easily ! oh cruel maid ! 
So easily ! it was too unkindly said. 
That heart, which could so easily remove, 
Was never fixed, nor rooted deep in love. 

Lyndar. You lodged it so uneasy in your breast, 
I thought you had been weary of the guest. 
First, I was treated like a stranger liiere ; 
But, when a household friend I did appear. 
You thought, it seems, I could not live elsewhere. 
Then, by degrees, your feigned respect withdrew; 
You marked my actions, and my guardian grew. 
But I' am not concerned your acts to blame : 
My heart to yours but upon liking came ; 
And, like ia bird, whom prying boys molest, 
Stays not to breed, where she had b\iilt her nest. 

Abdelm. I have done ill. 
And dare not ask you to be less displeased ; 
Be but more angry, and my pain is eased. 

Lyndar. If I should be so kind a fool, to take 
This little satisfaction which you make, 
I know you would presume some other time 
Upon my goodness, and repeat your crime. 

Abdelm. Oh never, never, upon no pretence ; 
My life's too short to expiate this offence. 

Lyndar. No, now I think on't, 'tis in vain to 
try; 
TTis in your nature, and past remedy. 
You'll still disquiet my too loving heart : 
Now we are friends 'tis best for both to part. 

\He takes her hand. 
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Abdelm. By this — Will you not give me leave to 

swear? 
Lyndar. You would be perjured if you should, I 
fear: 
And, when I talk with Prince Abdalla next, 
I with your fond suspicions shall be vext. 

Abdelm. I cannot say I'll conquer jealousy, 
But, if you'll freely pardon me, I'll try. 
Lyndar. And, till }'ou that submissive servant^ 
prove, 
I never can conclude you truly love. 

To them^ the King, Almahide, Abenamar, Espe-- 
RANZA, GuardSy Attendaiits. 

Boab. Approach, my Almahide, my charming 
fair, 
Blessing of peace, and reconipence of war. 
This night is yours ; and may your life still be 
The same in joy, though not solemnity. 



THE ZAMBRA DANCE, 

SONG. 



Beneath a myrtle shade^ 
Whkh love for none but happy lovers made, 
I slept ; and straight my love before me brought 
Phyllis, the object of my waking thought. 
Undressed she came my flames to meet, 
While love strewed flxmers beneath her feet ; 
Fbwers which, so pressed by her, became more sweet. 

II. 

From the bright visions head 
A careless veil of lawn was loosely spread: 
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/From ker white temples fell her shaded hair. 
Like cloudy sunshine^ not too brawn nor fair ; 
H^ handsy her iipSy did lave inspire; 
Her every grace my heart didjire: 
But mo^ her eyes, which languished with desire. 

III. 

Ah, charming fair, said /, 
Hmv kmg can you my bkss and yours deny ? 
By nature and by lovCy this lonely shade 
Was for revenge (^suffering lovers made. 
Silence and shades with love agree; 
Both shelter you and favour me: 
You cannot blushy because I cannot see. 

IV. 

No, let me die, she said, 
Rather than lose the spotless name of maid! — 
Faintly, methought, she spoke ; for alt th^ white 
She bid me not believe her, with a smile. 
Then die, said I: She still denied; 
And is it thus, thus, thus, she cried, 
You use a harmless maid? — and so she died! 



I waked^ and straight I knetv, 
I loved so well, it made my dream prove true': 
Fancy, the hinder mistr^s^ ^ the two, 
Fancy had done what FJiylks imuld not do ! 
Ah, cruel nymph, cease your disdain; 
While I can dream you scorn in vain, — 
Asleep or waking you must ease my pain. 

[After the dance, a tumultuous noise of drum^ 
and trumpets. 
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Jh them Ozmyn ; his sword drawn. 

QzoL Ann, quickly arm; yet all, I fear, too late; 
The enemy's already ait the gate. 

Boab. The Christians are dislodged; wliat foe ss 

near? 
Ozm. The Zegrys are in arms, and almost here: 
The streets with torches shine, with shoutings ringj, 
And Prince Abdalla is proclaimed the king. 
What m^n could do, I have already done, 
But bold Afananzor fiercely leads them on. 

A&en. The Alhambra yet is safe ia my command; 

[To the King. 
Retreat you thither, while their shock we stand. 

Boab. I cannot meanly for my life provide; 
ni either perish in't, or stem this tide. 
To guard the palace, Ozmyn, be your care : 
If they o'ercome, no sword will hurt the fair. 
Ozm. I'll either die, or Til make good the place. 
Abdebn. And I with these will bold Almanzor 
face. 

[Eaemit all but the Ladies. An alarum within. 
Almah. What dismal planet did my triumplKS 
light! 
Discord the day, and death does rule the night : 
The noise my soul does through my senses wound. 
Ljfndar. Methinks it is a noble, sprightly sound. 
The trumpet's clangor, and the clash of arms ! 
This noise may chill your blood, but mine it warms. 
[Shouting and clashing of swords within. 
We have already passed the Rubicon ; 
The dice are mine ; now, fortune, for a throne ! 

[A shout within^ oiui clashing of swords afar 

off. 
The sound goes farther off, and faintly dies ; 
Curse of this going back, these ebbing cries ! 
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Ye winds, waft hither sounds more strong and 

quick ; 
Beat faster, drums, andiningle deaths more thick. 
I'll to the turrets of the palace go, 
And add new fire to those that fight beloM' : 
Thence, hero-like, with torches by my side, 
(Far be the omen, though) my love will guide. 
No ; like his better fortune 1 11 appear, 
With open arms, loose veil, and flowing hair. 
Just flying forward from my rolling sphere : 
My smiles shall make Abdaila more than man ; 
Let him look up, and perish if he can. [Ejtif. 

An alarum nearer: Then Enter Almanzor and 
Selin, at the head of the Zegrys; Ozmyn 
Prisoner. 

Almanz. We have not fought enough; they fly 
too soon ; 
And I am grieved the noble sport is done. 
•This only man, of all whom chance did bring 

[Pointing to Ozmtn. 
To meet my arms, was worth the conquering. 
His brave resistance did my fortune grace ; 
So slow, so threatning forward he gave place. 
His chains be easy, and his usage fair. 
Selin. I beg you would commit him to my care. 
Almanz. Next, the brave Spaniard free without 
delay; 
And with a convoy send him safe away. 

[Exit a Guard. 

To them Hamet and others. 

Hamet. The king by me salutes you; and, to show 
That to your valour he his crown does owe, 
Would from your mouth I should the word receive, 
And that to these you would your orders give. 
1 
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Abnanz. He much o er-rates the little I have done. 
[Almanzor goes to the door^ and there seems 
to give out orders y by sending people several 
ways. 
Selin to Ozmyn. Now, to revenge the murder of 
my son, 
To morrow for thy certain death prepare ; 
This night I only leave thee to despair. 

Ozmyn. Thy idle menaces I do not fear: 
My business was to die or conquer here. 
Sister, for you I grieve I could no more : 
My present state betrays my want of power; 
But, when true courage is of force bereft, 
Patience, the only fortitude, is left. 

[Esit with Selin, 
Almah. Ah, Esperanza, what for me remains 
But death, or, worse than death, inglorious chains ! - 

Esper. Madam, you must not to despair give place; 
Heaven never meant misfortune to tnat face. 
Suppose there were no justice in your cause, 
Beauty's a bribe that gives her judges laws. 
That you are brought to this deplored estate, 
Is but the ingenious flattery of your fate; 
Fate fears her succour, like an alms, to give ; 
And would you, God-like, from yourself should live. 

Almah Mark but how terribly his eyes appear! 
And yet there's something roughly noble there, 
Which, in unfashioned nature, looks divine. 
And, like a gem, does in the. quarry shine. 

[Almanzor returns; she falls at his feet ^ be* 
i?ig veiled, 
Almah. Turn, mighty conqueror, turn your face 
this way, . 
Do not refuse to hear the wretched pray ! 
Alrnanz. What business can this woman have 

with me? 
Almah. That of the afflicted to the Deity, 

VOL. IVt E 
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So may your arms success in battle find; 
So may the mistress of your vows be kind, 
If you have any ; or, if you have none, 
So may your liberty be still your own ! 
Almanz. Yes, I will turn my face, but not my 

mind: 
You bane and soft destruction of mankind. 
What would you have with me? 

Almah. I beg the giace [Unveiling. 

You would lay by those terrors of your face. 
Till calmness to your eyes you first restore, 
I am afraid, and I can beg no more. 

Almanz. [Lookinglv fixedly on her.} Well; my 

fierce visage snail not murder you. 
Speak quickly, woman ; I have much to do. 
Almah. Where should I find the heart to speak 

one word ? 
Your voice, sir, is as killing as your sword. 
As you have left the lightning of your eye, 
So would you pfease to lay your thunder by. 
Almanz. I'm pleased and pained, since first her 

eyes I saw, 
As I were stung with some tarantula. 
Arms, and the dusty field, I less admire, 
And soften strangely in some new desire ; 
Honour burns in me not so fiercely bright, 
But pale as fires when mastered by the light : 
Even while I speak and look, I change yet more^ 
And now am nothing that I was before. 
I'm numbed, and fixed, and scarce my eye-balls 

move: 
I fear it is the lethargy of love ! 
Tis he ; I feel him now in every p^x% : 
Like a ne^ lord he vaunts about my heart; 
Surveys, in state, each comer of my breast. 
While poor fierce I, that was^ am dispossessed^ 
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I'm bound ; but I will rouse my rage again ; 
And, though no hope of liberty remain, 
ril fright my keeper when I shake my chain. 
You are [Angrily. 

Alrmh. I know I am your captive, sir. 

Almanz. You are — You shall — And I can scarce 
forbear 

Ahnah. Alas! 

Almanz, 'Tis all in vain ; it vnW not do : [Aside 
I cannot now a seeming anger show : 
My tongue against my heart no aid affords ; 
For love still rises up, and choaks my words. 

Almah. In half this time a tempest would be still. 

Almanz. Tis you have raised that tempest in my 
will. 
I wonnot love you; give me back my heart; 
But give it, as you had it, fierce and brave. 
It was not made to be a woman's slave, 
But, lion-like, has been in desarts bred. 
And, used to range, will ne'er be tamely led. 
Restore its freedom to my fettered will. 
And then I shall have power to use you ill. 

Almah. My sad condition may your pity move ; 

But look not on me with the eyes of love : 

I must be brief, though I have much to say. 

Almanz. No, speak ; for I can hear you now all 
day. 
Her sueing sooths me with a secret pride : [Softly. 
A suppliant beauty cannot be denied ; [Aside. 

Even while I frown, her charms the furrows seize; 
And Im corrupted with the power to please. 

Almah. Though in your worth no cause of fear I 
see, 
I fear the insolence of victory; 
As you are noble, sir, protect me then 
From the rude outrage of insulting men. 
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Almanz. Who dares touch her I love? I'm all 
, o'er love : 
Nay, I am love ; love shot, and shot so fast, 
He shot himself into my breast at^ast. 

Almah. You see before you her, who should be 
queen, 
Since she is promised to Boabdelin. 

Almanz. Are you beloved by him? O wretched 
fate, 
First that I love at all; then, loved too late ! 
Yet, I must love ! 

Almah. Alas, it is in vain; 
Fate for each other did not us ordain. 
The chances of this day too clearly show 
That heaven took care that it should not be so. 

Almanz. Would heaven had quite forgot me this 
one day ! 

But fate's yet hot 

I'll make it take a bent another way, 

[He walks swiftly and discomposedly^ studying. 
I bring a claim which does his right remove ; 
You're his by promise, but you're mine by love. 
'Tis all but ceremony which is past ; 
The knot's to tie which is to make you fast 
Fate gave not to Boabdelin that power; 
He wooed you but as my ambassador. 

Almah, Our souls are tied by holy vows above. 

Almanz. He signed but his : but I will seal my 
love. 
I love you better, with more zeal than he. 

Almah, This day 
I gave my faith to him, he his to me. 

Almanz. Good heaven, thy book of fate before 
me lay. 
But to tear out the journal of this day : 
Or, if the order of the world below 
Will not the gap of one whole day ^llow, 
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Give me that minute when she made her vow ! 
That minute, ev'n the happy from their bliss might 

give; 
And those, who live in grief, a shorter time would 

live. 
So small a link, if broke, the eternal chain 
Would, like divided waters, join again. — 
It wonnot be; the fugitive is gone, 
Prest by the crowd of following minutes on : 
Tliat precious moment's out of nature fled, 
And in the heap of common rubbish laid, 
Of things that once have been, and are decayed. 
Almah^ Your passion, like a fiight, suspends my 

pain; 
It meets, o'erpowers, and beats mine back again : 
But as, when tides against the current flow, 
The native stream runs its own course below, 
So, though your griefs possess the upper part, 
My own have deeper channels in my heart. 
Almanz. Forgive that fury which my soul does 

move ; 
Tis the essay of an untaught first love : 
Yet rude, unfashioned truth it does express; 
Tis love just peeping in a hasty dress. 
Retire, fair creature, to your needful rest ; 
There's something noble labouring in my breast : 
This raging fire, which through the mass does move, 
Shall purge my dross, and shall refine my love. 

[Exeunt Almahide and Esperanza* 
She goes, and I like my own ghost appear ; 
It is not living when she is not here. 

To him Abdalla as Kingy attended. 

Abdal My first acknowledgments to heaven arc 
due; 
My next, Almanzor, let me pay to you. 
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Alnmnz. A poor suiprise, and on a n?iked foe, 
Whatever you confess, is all you owe; 
And I no merit own, or understand 
That fortune did you justice by my hand : 
Yet, if you will that little service pay 
With a great favour, I can shew the way. 

AbdaL I have a favour to demand of you; 
That is, to take the thing for which you sue. 

Almanz. Then, briefly, thus : when I the Albay- 
zyri won^ 
I found the beauteous Almahide alone, 
Whose sad condition did my pity move; 
And that compassion did produce my love. 

AbdaL This needs no suit ; in justice, I declare. 
She is your captive by the right of war. 

Almanz. She is no captive then ; I set her free; 
And, rather than I will her jailor be, 
I'll nobly lose her in her liberty. 

AbdaL Your generosity I much approve ; 
But your excess of that shows want of love. 

Almanz, No, 'tis the excess of love which mounts 
so high, 
That, seen far off, it lessens to the ej^e. 
Had I not loved her, and had set her free, 
That, sir, had been my generosity ; 
But 'tis exalted passion, when 1 show 
1 dare be wretched, not to make her so : 
And, while another passion fills her breast, 
I'll be all wretched rather than half blest 

AbdaL May your heroic act so prosperous be, 
That Almahide may sigh you set her free. 

Enter Zulema. 

Zul Of five tall towers which fortify this towiv 
All but the Alhambra your dominion own: 
Now, therefore, bdldly I confess a flame, 
Which is excused in Almahide's name. 
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If you the merit of this night regard^ 
In her possession I have my reward. 

Almanz. She your reward ! why, she's a gift so 
great, 
That I myself have not deserved her yet ; 
And therefore, though I won her with my sword, 
I have, with awe, my sacrilege restored. 

ZuL What you deserve 
I'll not dispute, because I do not know ; 
This only I will say, she shall not go. 

Almanz. Thou, single, art not worth my answer- 
ing: 
But take what friends, what armies thou canst 

bring ; 
What worlds ; and, when you are united all. 
Then will I thunder in your earsj— ^She shall. 

Zul I'll not one tittle of my right resign. — 
Sir, your implicit promise made her mine; 
When I, in general terms, my love did show, 
You swore our fortunes should together go. 

Abdal The merits of the cause I'll not decade, 
But, like my love, I would my gift divide. 
Your equal titles then no longer plead; 
But one of you, for love of me, recede. 

Almanz. I have receded to the utmost line, 
When, by my free consent, she is not mine : 
Then let him equally recede with me, 
And both of us will join to set her free. 

ZuL If you will free your part of her, you may; 
But, sir, I love not your romantic way. 
Dream on, enjoy her soul, and set that free; 
I'm pleased her person should be left for me. 

Almanz. Thou shalt not wish her thine; thou 
shalt not dare 
To be so impudent, as to despair. 

ZuL The Zegrys, sir, are all concerned to se$ 
How much their merit you neglect in me. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



73 THE FIRST PART OF ACT III. 

Hamet. Your slighting Zulema, this very hour 

Will take ten thousand subjects from your power. 
Almanz. What are ten thousand subjects such as 
they? 

If I am scorned I'll take myself away. 

Abdal. Since both cannot possess what both pur- 
sue, 

I grieve, my friend, the chance should fall on 
you; 

But when you hear what reason I can urge 

Almanz. None, none that your ingratitude can 
purge. 

Reason s a trick, when it no grant affords ; 

It stamps the face of majesty on words. 

AbdaL Your boldness to your services I give : 

Now take it, as your full reward, — to live. 
Almam. To live ! 

If from thy hands alone my death can be, 

I am immortal, and a god to thee. 

If I would kill thee now, thy fate's so low, 

That I must stoop ere I can give the blow v 

But mine is fixed so far above thy crown, 

That all thy men, 

Piled on thy back, can never pull it down: 

But, at my ease, thy destiny I send. 

By ceasing from this hour to be thy friend. 

Like heaven, I need but only to stand still, 

And, not concurring to thy life, I kilL 

ITiou canst no title to my duty bring; 

I'm not thy subject, and my souls thy king. 

Farewell. When I am gone, 

There's not a star of thine dare stay with thee : 

I'll whistle thy tame fortune after me ; 

And whirl fate with me wheresoe er I fly. 

As winds drive storms before them in the sky. 

\Exit. 
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ZuL Let not this insolent unpunished go ; 
Give your commands ; your justice is too slow. 

[ZuLEMA, Hamet, and others are going af- 
ter him. 
Abdel Stay, and what part he pleases let him 
take: 
I know my throne's too strong for him to shake. 
But my fair mistress I too long forget; 
The crown I promised is not offered yet. 
Without her presence all my joys are vain, 
Empire a curse, and life itself a pain. [Ea^eunf. 



ACT IV. SCENE L 

£wferBoABDELiN, Abenamar, and Guards. 

Boab. Advise, or aid, but do not pity me : 
No monarch bom can fall to that degree. 
Pity descends from kings to all below; 
But can, no more than fountains, upward flow. 
Witness, just heaven, my greatest grief has been, 
I could not make your Almahide a queen. 

Aben. I have too long the effects of fortune 
known, 
Either to trust her smiles, or fear her frown. 
Since in their first attempt you were not slain, 
Your safety bodes you yet a second reign. 
The people like a headlong torrent go. 
And ev'ry dam they break, or overflow; 
But, unopposed, they either lose their force, 
Or wind, m volumes, to their former course. 

Boab. In walls we meanly must our hopes in- 
close. 
To wait our iiiends, and weaiy out our foes : 
While Almahide 
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To lawless i^b^ls is exposed a prey, 
And forced the lustful victor to obey* 

Aben. One of my blood, in rules of virtue bred! 
Think better of her, and believe she's dead. 

Enter Almanzor. 

Boab. We are betrayed, the enemy is here; 
We have no farther room to hope or fear. 

Almanz, It is indeed Almanzor whom you see, 
But he no longer is your enemy. 
You were ungrateful, but your foes were more; 
What your injustice lost you, theirs restore. 
Make profit of my vengeance while you may, 
My two-edged sword can cut the other way. — 
I am your fortune, but am swift like her, 
And turn my hairy front if you defer: 
That hour, when you deliberate, is too late ; 
I point you the white moment of your fate. 

Aben, Believe him sent as prince Abdalk'a i^; 
He would betray us to the enemy. 

Alman%. Were I, like thee, in cheats of state ' 
grown old, 
(Those public markets, where; for foreign gold^ 
The poorest prince is to the richest sold) 
Tlien thou mightst think me fit for thai low part ; 
But I am yet to learn the statesman's art. 
My kindness and my hate unmasked I wear; 
For friends to tmst, and enemies to fear. 
My heart's so plain, 

That men on every passing through may look, 
Like fishes gliding in a crystal brook ; 
When troubled most, it does the bottcxn shew, 
Tis weedless all above, and rockless all below. 

Aben. Ere he be trusted, let him then be tried; 
He may be false, who once has changed lus skk. 
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Almanz. In that you more accuse yourselves than 
me; 
None who are injured can inconstant be. 
You were inconstant, you, who did the wrong; 
To do me justice does to me belong. 
Great souls by kindness only can be tied; 
Injured again, again I'll leave your side. 
Honour is what myself, and friend^;, I owe ; 
And none can lose it who forsake a foe. 
Since, then, your foes now happen to be mine, 
Though not in friendship, we'll in interest join: 
So while my loved revenge is full and high, 
I'll give you back your kingdom by the by- 

Boab. That I so long delayed what you desire, 

[Embracing him. 
Was, not to doubt your worth, but to admir^. 

Almanz. This counsellor an old man's cautioa 
shows. 
Who fears that little, he has left, to lose : 
Age sets a fortune ; while youth boldly throws. 
But let us fust your drooping soldiers cheer; 
Then seek out danger, ere it dare appear: 
This hour I fix your crown upon your brow; 
Next hour fate gives it, but I give it now. 

[EseunL 

SCENE II. 

Enter Lyndaraxa. 

Lyndar. O, could I read the dark decrees of fate, 
That I might once know whom to love, or hate ! 
For I myself scarce my own thoughts can guess^ 
So much I find them varied by success. 
As in some weather-glass, my love 1 hold ; 
Which falljs or rises with the heat or cold. — 
I will be constant yet, if fortune can ; 
I love the king, — let her but name the man. 
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Enter Halyma. 

Hal. Madam, a gentleman, to me unknown, 
Desires that he msj speak with you alone. 
Lyndar. Some message from the king. — Let him 
appear. 

Enter Abdelmelech ; who throws off his dis- 
guise. — She starts. 

Abdelm. I see you are amazed that I am here : 
But let- at once your fear and wonder end. 
In the usurper's guards I found a friend, 
Who led me safe to you in this disguise. 

Lyndar. Your danger brings this trouble in my 
eyes. — 
But what affair this Venturous visit drew? 

Abdelm. The greatest in the world, — the seeing 
you. 

Lyndar. The courage of your love I so admire, 
That, to preserve you, you shall straight retire. 

[She leads him to the door. 
Go, dear! each minute does new dangers bring; 
You will be taken ; I expect the king. 

Abdelm. The king ! — the poor usurper of an hour: 
His empire's but a dream of kingly power. — 
I warn you, as a lover and a friend. 
To leave him, ere hiis short dominion end ; 
The soldier I suborned will wait at night. 
And shall alone be conscious of your flight. 

Lyndar. I thank you, that you so much care be- 
stow ; 
But, if his reign be short, I need not go. 
For why should I expose my life, and yours. 
For what, you say, a little time assures ? 

Abdelm. My danger in the attempt is very small; 
And, if he loves you, yours is none at all 
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But, though his ruin be as sure as fate, 
Your proof of love to me would come too late. 
This trial I in kindness would allow ; 
Tis easy ; if you love me, show it now. 

Lyndar. It is because I love you, I refuse; 
For all the world my conduct would accuse, 
If I should go with him I love away ; 
And, therefore, in strict virtue, I will stay. 

Abdelm. Yon would in vain dissemble love to me ; 
Through that thin veil your artifice I see. 
You would expect the event, and then declare ; 
But do not, do not drive me to despair : 
For, if you now refuse with me to fly, 
Rather than love you after this, I'll die; 
And, therefore, weigh it well before you speak; 
My king is safe, his force within not weak. 

Lyndar. The counsel, you have given me, maybe 
wise; 
But, since the affair is great, I will advise. 

Abdelm. Then that delay I for denial take. 

[h going, 

Lyndar. Stay ; you too swift an exposition make. 
If I should go, since Zulema will stay, 
I should .my brother to the king betray. 

Abdelm. There is no fear; but, if there were, I 
see 
You value still your brother more than me. — 
Farewell ! some ease I in your falsehood find ; 
It lets a beam in, that will clear my mind : 
My former weakness I with shame confess, 
And, when I see you next, shall love you less, 

[Is going again. 

Lyndar. Your faithless dealings you may blush to 
tell : [Weeping. 

This is ^ maid's reward, who loves too well, — 

[He looks bwh 
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Remember that I drew my latest breath, 
In charging your nnkindness with my death. 
Abdelm. [coming back.] Have I not answered all 
you can invent, 
Even the least shadow of an argument? 
Zyndar. You want not cunning what you please 
to prove, 
But my poor heart knows only how to love; 
And, finding this, you tyrannize the more : 
TTis plain, some other mistress you adore; 
And now, with studied tricks of subtlety, 
You come prepared to^iay the fault on me. 

[Wringing her hands^ 
But, oh, that I should love so felse a man ! 

Abdelm. Hear me, and then disprove it, if yx>u 

can. 
I^yndar. I'll hear no more; your breach of faith 
is plain : 
You would with wit your want of love maintain. 
But, by my own experience, I can tell. 
They, who love truly, cannot argue well. — 
Go, faithless man ! 

Leave me alone to mourn my misery ; 
I cannot cease to love you, but I'll die. 

[Leans her head on his arm. 
Abdelm, What man but I so long unmoved could 
hear [fVeeping. 

Such tender passion, and refuse a tear ! — 
But do not talk of dying any more. 
Unless you mean that I should die before. 

Lyndar. I ftar your feigned repentance comes 
too late; 
I die, to see you still thus obstinate : 
But yet, in death my truth of love to show, 
Lead me; if I haVe strength enough, I'll go. 
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Abdelm. By heaven^ you shall not go ! I will not 
be 
Overcome in love or generosity. 
All I desire, to end the unlucky strife, 
Is but a vow, that you will be my wife. 

Lyndar. To tie me to you by a vow is hard ; 
It shows, my love you as no tie regard. — 
Name any thing but that, and I'll agree. 
Abdelm. Swear, then, you never will my rival's 

be. 
Lyndar. Nay, pr ythee, this is harder than be- 
fore. — 
Name any thing, good dear, but that thing more. 
Abdelm. Now I too late perceive I am undone; 
Living and seeing, to my death I run. 
I know you false, yet in your snares I faB ; 
You grant me nothing, and I grant you all. 

Lyndar. I would grant all ; but I must curb my 
will. 
Because I love to keep you jealous still. 
In your suspicion I your passion find; 
But I will take a time to cure your mind. 
Halyma. O, madam, the new king is drawing 

near! 
Lyndar. Haste quickly hence, lest he should find 

you here ! 
Abdelm. How much more wretched than I came, 
Igo! 
I more my weakness and your falsehood know; 
And now must leave y<M with my greatest foe ! 

[Exit Abdejdm. 
Lyndar. Go ! — How I love thee heaven can only 
tell: 
And yet I love thee, for a subject^ well. — 
Yet, whatsoever charms a croMm can bring, 
A subject's greater than a little king. 
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I will attend till time this throne secure ; 
And, when I climb, my footing shall be sure. — 

[Music without. 
Music ! and, I believe, addressed to me. 



SONG. 

L 

tVhereoer I antj and whatever I do^ 

My Phyllis is still in my mind; 
When angry ^ I mean not to Phyllis to go^ 

Myjeetj of themselves^ the wayjind: 
Unknown to my self I am just at her door, 
And^ when I would rail, lean bring out no more^ 

Than, Phyllis too fair and unkind! 

II-. 

When Phyllis I see, my heart bounds in my breast^ 
And the hoe I would stifle is shown; 

But asleep, or awake, I am never at rest, 
Whenjrom my eyes Phyllis is gone. 

Sometimes a sad dream does delude my sad mind; 

But, alas! when I wake, and no Phyllis Ijindy 
How I sigh to myself all alone! 

III. 

Should a king be my rival in her I adore^ 
He should offer his treasure in vain: 

O, let me alone to be happy and poor. 
And give me my Phyllis again ! 

Let Phyllis be mine, and but ever be kind^ 

I Could to a desart with her be confined^ - 

And envy no monarch his reign. 



% 
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IV. 

Alas! I discover too much of my love^ 
And she too well knows her own power! 

She makes me each day a new martyrdom prove^ 
And makes me grow jealous each hour: 

But let her each minute torment my poor mind^ 

I had rather hve Phyllis, both false and unkind. 
Than ever be freed from her power. 

Enter AbdaIla, with guards. 

AbdaJ. Now, madani, at your feet a king you see ; 
Or,^ther, if you please, a sceptercd slave: 
Tisf just you should possess the power you gave. 
Hail love not made me yours, I yet had been 
But the first subject to iBoabdelin. 
Thus heaven declares the crown I bring your due ; 
And had forgot my title, but for you. 

Lyndar. Heaven to your merits will, I hope, be 
kind ; 
But, sir, it has not yet declared its mind. 
Tis true, it holds the crown above your head; 
But does not fix it 'till your brothers dead. 

Abdal. All, but the Alhambra, is within my power} 
And that my forces go to take this hour. 

Lyndar. When, with its keys, your brother s head 
you bring, 
I shall believe you are indeed a king. 

Abdal. But since the events of all things doubt- 
ful are, 
And, of events, most doubtful those of war; 
I beg to know before, if fortune frown, 
Must I then lose your favour with my crown? 

Lyndar. You'll soon return a conqueror again; 
And, therefore, sir, your question is in vain. 

VOL, IV. F 
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Abdal I think to certain victory I move ; 
But you may more assure it, by your love. 
That grant will make my arms invincible. 

Lyndar. My prayers and wishes your success 
foretell.— 
Go then, and fight, and think you fight for me ; 
I wait but to reward your victory. 

Ahdal But if I lose it, must I lose you too? 

Lyndar. You are too curious, if you more would 
know. 
I know not what my future thoughts will be : 
Poor women's thoughts are all extempore. 
Wise men, indeed. 

Beforehand a long chain of thoughts produce ; 
But ours arc only for our present use. 

Abdal. Those thoughts, you will not know, too 
well declare, 
You itteau to wait the final doom of war. 

Lyndar. I find you come to quarrel with me now ; 
Would you know more of me than I allow? 
Whence are you grown that great divinity, 
That with such ease into my thoughts can pry? 
Indulgence does not with some tempers suit; 
I see I must beccfifie more absolute. 
' Abdal I must submit, 
On what hard terms soe'er my peace be bought 

Lyndar. Submit ! — ^you speak as you were not in 
fault. — 
'Tis evident the injury is mine ; 
For why should you my secret thoughts divine ? 

Abdal. Yet if we might be judged by reason's 
laws— — 

Lyndar. Then you would have your reason judge 
my causel--— 
Either confi?ss your fault, or hold your tongue ; 
For I am sure I'm never in the wrong. 
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AhdaL Then I acknowledge it. 
Lyndar. Then I forgive. 
AhdaL Under how haid a law poor lovers liveT 
Who, like the vanquished, must their right release, 
And with the loss of reason buy their peace. — 

\Auck, 
Madam, to show that you my power command, 
I put my life and safety in your hand : — 
Dispose of the Albayzyn as you please, 
To your fair hands I here resign the keys. 
Lyndar. I take your gift^ because your love it 
shows, 
And faithful Selin for alcade chuse. 

AbdaL Selin, from her alone your orders take. — 
This one request, yet, madam, let me make, 
That, from those turrets, you the assault will see ; 
And crown, once more, my arms with victory. 

[Eseuntj kading her out. 
[Selin remains with Gazul and Reduan, 
his servants. 
Selin. Gazuli go tell my daughter that I wait — 
You, Reduan, bring the prisoner to his fate. 

[E.veunt Gaz. and Red. 
Ere of my charge I will possession take, 
A bloody sacrifice I mean to make : 
The.naanes of my son shall si^iile this day, 
While I, in blood, my vows of vengeance pay. 

Enter at one door Benzayda, with Gazul; at the 
othery OzMYN bounds with Reduan. 

Setin. I sent, Benzayda, to glad your ey^s : 
These rites we owe your brother s obsequies.— 
You two [7b Gaz. and Rep.] the cursed Abencer- 

rago bind : 
You need no more to instruct you in my mind. 

\They bind him to a corner of the stage. 
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Benz. In what sad object am I called to share? 
'^ell me, what is it, sir, vou here prepare? 
. Seliri. 'Tis what your ay ing brother did bequeath ; 
A scene of vengeance, and a pomp of death! 

Benz. The horrid spectacle my soul does fright: 
I want the heart to see the dismal sight. 

SeUn. You are my principal invited guest, 
Whose eyes I would ndt only feed, but feast: 
You are to smile at his last groaning breath, 
And laugh to see his eye-balls roll in death ; 
To judge the lingering soul's convulsive strife, 
When thick short breath catches at parting life. 

Benz. And of what marble do you think me 
* made? 

Selin. What! can you be of just revenge afraid? 

Benz. He killed my brother in his own defence* 
Pity his youth, and spare his innocence. 

Selin, Art thou so soon to pardon murder won? 
Can he be innocent, who killed my son? 
Abenamar shall mourn as well as I ; 
His Ozmyn,,for my Tarifa, shall die. 
But since thou plead'st so boldly, I will see 
That justice, thou would'st hinder, done by thee. 
Here, [Gives her his sword.] take the sword, and do 

a sister's part : 
Pierce his, fond girl, or I will pierce thy heart. 

Ozm. To his commands I join my own request ; 
All wounds from you are welcome to my breast : 
Think only, when your, hand this act has done, 
It has but finished what your eyes begun. 
I thought, with silence, to have scorned my doom j 
But now your noble pity has o'ercome; 
Which I acknowledge with my latest breath, — 
The first whoe'er began a love in death. 

Benz. to SeHn. Alas, what aid can my weak hand 
afford? 
You see I tremble when I touch a sword : 
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The brightness dazzles me, and turns my sight; 
Or, if I look, 'tis but to aim less right. 

Ozm. Ill guide the hand which must my death 
convey; 
My leaping heart shall meet it half the way. 
Selin to Benz. Waste not the precious time in idle 

breath. 
Benz. Let me resign this instrument of death. 
[Giving, the sword to her father, and thenpuUmg 
it back. 
Ah, no! I was too hasty to resign : 
Tis in your hand more mortal than in mine. 

Enter Hamet. 

Hamet. The king is from the Alhambra beaten 
back, 
And now preparing for a new attack ; 
To favour which, he wills, that instantly 
You reinforce him with a new supply. 
Selin to Benz. Think not, although my duty calls 
me hence, 
That with the breach of yours I will dispense. 
Ere my return, see my commands you do : 
Let me find Ozmyn dead, and killed by you. — 
Gazul and Reduan, attend her still; 
And, if she dares to fail, perform ray will. 

[Ea^etmt Selin and Hamet, 
[Benzayda looks languishing on him^ with her 
sfworddmm; Gazul and Reduan standing 
with drawn swords by her. 
Ozm. Defer not, fair Benzayda, my death: 
Looking on yoii, 

j[ should but live to sigh away my breath. 
My eyes have done the work they had to do : 
I take your image with me, which they drew; 
And, when they close, I shall die full of you. 
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Benz. When parents their commands unjustly lay. 
Children are privileged to disobey ; 
Yet from that breach of duty I am clear. 
Since I submit the penalty to bear. 
To die, or kill you, is the alternative ; 
Rather than take your life, I will not live. 

Oz7n, This shows the excess of generosity; 
But, madam, you have no pretence to die. 
I should defame the Abencerrages race, 
To let a lady suffer in my place. 
But neither could that life, you would bestow, 
Save mine ; nor do you so much pity owe 
To me, a stranger, and your house's foe. 

Benz. From whencesoe'er their hate our houses 
drew, 
I blush to tell you, I have none for you. 
'Tis a confession which I should not make, 
Had I more time to give, or you to take : 
But, since death's near, and runs with so much 

force, 
We must meet first, and intercept his course. 

Ozm. Oh, how unkind a comfort do you give ! 
Now I fear death again, and wish to live. 
Life were worth taking, could I have it now; 
But 'tis more good than heaven can e'er allow 
To one man s portion, to have life and you. 

Benz. Sure, at our births, 
Death with our meeting planets danced above, 
Or we were wounded by a mourning love ! — 

[Shouts within. 

Red. The noise returns, and doubles from behind; 
It seems as if two adverse armies joined.— 
Time presses us. 

Gaz. If longer you delay, 
We must, though loth, your father's will obey. 

Ozm. Haste, madam, to fulfil his hard commands, 
And rescu<j mc from their ignoble hands. 
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Let me kiss yours, when you my wound begin, 
Then easy death will slide with pleasure in. 

Benz. Ah, gentle soldiers, some short time al- 
low ! \To Gaz. and Red. 
My father has repented him ere now ; 
Or will repent him, when he finds me dead. 
My clue of life is twined with Ozmyn s thread. 

Red. 1 is fatal to refuse her, or obey. — 
But where is our excuse? what can we say.'^ 

Benz. Say any thing. 
Say, that to kill the guiltless you were loth ; 
Or if you did, say, I would kill you both. 

Gaz. To disobey out; orders is to die. — 
ni do't, — who dare oppose it? 

Red. That dare I. 

[Reduan stands before Ozmyn, and fights with 
Gazul. Benzayda unbinds Ozmyn, and 
gives him her sword. 

Benz. Stay not to see the issue of the fight; 

[Red. kills Oaz. 
But haste to save yourself by speedy flight. 

[Ozmyn kneels to kiss her hand. 

Ozm. Did all mankind against my life conspire^ 
Without this blessing I would not retire. — 
But, madam, can I go and leave you here ? 
Your father's anger now for you I fear : 
Consider you have done too much to stay. 

Benz. Think not of me, but fly yourself away. 

Red. Haste quickly hence ; the enemies are nigh ! 
From every part I see the soldiers fly. 
The foes not only our assailants beat, 
But fiercely sally out on their retreat, 
And, like a sea broke loose, come on amain. 
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Enter Abenamah, and a party with their swards 
drawny driving in seme of the enemies. 

Aben. Traitors, you hope to save yourselves ia 
vain! — 
Your forfeit lives shall for your treason pay ; 
And Ozmyn's blood shall be revenged this day. 

Ozm. No, sir, your Ozmyn lives; and lives to 
own [Kneeling to his father. 

A father s piety to free his son. 

Aben. My O^myn ! — O, thou blessing of my age ! 

{Embracing him. 
And art thou safe from their deluded rage !— 
Whom must I praise for thy deUverance? 
Was it thy valour, or the work of chance? 

Ozm. ^ov chance, nor valour, could -deliver me; 
But 'twas a noble pity set me free.' — 
My liberty, and lite. 

And what your happiness you're pleased to call, 
We to this charming beauty owe it all. 
, Aben. Instruct me, visible divinity! — \To her. 
Instruct me by what name to worship thee ! 
For to thy virtue I would altars raise, 
Since thou art much above all human praise. 
But see,- 

Enter Almanzor, his sword bloody, leading in Al- 
MAHiDE, attended by Espeuaisza. 

My other blessing, Almahide, is here ! — 
I'll to the king, and tell him she is near : 
You, Ozmyn, on your fair deliverer wait, 
And with your private joys the public celebrate. 

[Exeunt Aben. Ozm. andB^^z. 
Almanz. Tlie work is done; now, madam, you arc 
free; 
At least, if I can give you liberty : 
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But you have chains which you yourself have chose ; 
And, O, that I could free you too from those ! 
Biit you arc free from force, and have full power 
To go, and kill my hopes and me, this hour. — 
I see, then, you will go ; but yet my toil 
May be rewarded wiui a lookmg wiiile. 

Almah. Almanzor can from every subject raise 
New matter for our wonder and his praise. 
You bound and freed me ; but the difference is, 
That showed your valour; but your virtue this. 

Almanz. Madam, you praise a funeral victory, 
At whose sad pomp the conqueror must die. 

Almah. Conquest attends Almanzor every where ; 
I am too smaU a foe for him to fear ; 
But heroes still must be opposed by some,. 
Or they would want occasion to oercome.* 

Ahnanz. Madam, I cannot on bare praises live : 
Those, who abound in praises, seldom give. 

Aimah. While I to all the world your worth make 
known. 
May heaven reward the pity you have shown! 

Almanz. My love is languishing, and starved to 
death; 
And would you give me charity — ^in breath? 
Prayers are the alms of churchmen to the poor : 
They sand's to heaven, but drive us from their door. 

Almah. Cease, cease a suit 
So vain to you, and troublesome to me. 
If you will have me think that I am free. 
If I am yet a slave, my bonds I'll bear ; 
But what I cannot grant, I will not hear. 

Almanz. You will not hear ! — You must both hear 
and grant; 
For, madam, there's an impudence in want. 

Almah. Your way is somewhat strange to ask re- 
lief; 
You a3k with threatening, like a begging thief.— 
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Once more, Almanzor, tell me, am I free? 

Almanz, Madam, you are, from all the world,-^ 
but me! — ♦ 
But as a pirate, when he frees the prize 
He took from friends, sees the rich merchandize. 
And, after he has freed it, justly buys ; 
So, when I have restored your liberty — 
But then, alas, I am too poor to buy ! 

Almak. Nay, now you use me just as pirates do: 
You free me ; but expect a ransom too. 

Alnmnz. YouVe all the freedom that a prince can 
have; 
But greatness cannot be without a slave, 
A monarch pever can in private move, 
, But still is haunted with officious love. 
So smaTl an inconvenience you may bear ; 
'Tis all the fine fate sets upon the fair. 

Almah. Yet princes may retire, whene er they 
please. 
And breathe free air from out their palaces : 
They go sometimes unknown, to shun their state ; 
And then, 'tis manneis not to know or wait. 

Almufiz. If not a subject then, a ghost 111 be; 
And from a ghost, you know, no place is free. 
Asleep, awake, 111 haunt you every where ; 
From my wliite shroud groan love into your ear: 
When in your lover's arms you sleep at night, 
I'll glide in cold betwixt, and seize my right ; 
And is't not better, in your nuptial bed, 
To have a living lover than a dead? 

Almah. I can no longer bear to be accused, 
As if what I could grant you, 1 refused. 
My father's choice I never will dispute ; 
And he lias chosen ere you moved your suit. 
You know my case ; if equal you can be. 
Plead for yourself, and answer it for me. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



SCENE II. THE CONaUEST OF. GRANADA. ig 

Alnianz. Then, madam, in that hope you bid me 
live; 
I ask no more than you may justly give : 
But in strict justice there may favour be, 
And may I hope that you have that for me? 

Almah. Why do you thus my secret thoughts 
pursue, 
Which, known, hurt me, and cannot profit you ? \ 
Your knowledge but new troubles does prepare, 
Dke theirs who curious in their fortunes are. 
To say, I could with more content be yours. 
Tempts you to hope ; but not that hope assures. 
For since the king has right. 
And favoured by my father in his suit. 
It is a blossom which can bear no fmit. 
Yet, if you dare attempt so hard a task, 
May you succeed; you have my leave to dsk. 

Almanz. I can with courage now my hopes pursue, 
Since I no longer have to combat you. 
That did the greatest difficulty bring; 
The rest are small, a father and a king ! 

Almah. Great souls discern not when the leap'fi 
too wide. 
Because they only view the farther side. 
Whatever you. desire, you think is near; 
But, with more reason, the event I fear. . 

Almanz. No ; there is a necessity in fate, 
■ Why still the brave bold man is fortunate ; 
He keeps his object ever full in sight. 
And that assurance holds him finn and right. 
True, 'tis a narrow path that leads to bliss. 
But right before there is no precipice : 
Fear makes men look aside, and then their footing 
miss. 

Almah. I do your merit all the right I can ; 
Admiring virtue in a private man ; 
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I only wish the king may grateful be, 
And that my father with my eyes may see. 
Might I not make it as my last request^ — 
Since humble carriage suits a suppliant best, — 
That you would somewhat of your fierceness hide*- 
That inborn fire — I do not call it pride ? 

Almanz. Born, as I am, still to command, not sue, 
Yet you shall see that I can beg for you ; 
An4 if your father will require a crown. 
Let him but name the kingdom, His his own. 
I am, but while I please, a private man ; 
I have that soul which empires first began. 
From the dull crowd, which every king does lead, 
I will pick out whom I will chuse to head: 
The best and biavest souls I can select, 
Aud on their conquered necks my throne erect. 

[Exeimt. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

Abdalla ahne, under the xvalh of the Alhayzyri. 

Abdal While she is mine, I have not yet lost all. 
But in her arms shall have a gentle tall : 
Blest in my love, although in war o ercome, 
I fly, like Antony from Actium, 
To meet a better Cleopatra here.— 
You of the watch I you of the watch ! appear. 

Sold, [above.1^ Who calls below .^^ What's your de- 
mand? 

Abdal. 'Tis I : 
Open the gate with speed ; the foe is nigh. 

Sold. What orders for admittance do you bring? 

^bdal. Slave, my own orders; look, and know 
the king. 
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Sold. I know you ; but my charge is so severe. 
That none, without exception, enter here. 

Abdal. Traitor, and rebel ! thou shalt shortly seA 
Thy orders are not to extend to me. 

Lyndar. [ab(we.^ What saucy slave so ruddy does 
exclaim, 
And brands my subject with a rebel's name? 

Abdal. Dear Lyndaraxa, haste ; the foes pursue. 

Lyndar. My lord, the Prince Abdalla, is it you? 
I scarcely can believe the words I hear; 
Could you so coarsely treat my officer ? 

Abdal. He forced me; but the danger nearer 
draws: 
When I am entered, you shall know the cause. 

Lyndar. Entered! W^hy, have you any business 
here? 

Abdal. I am pursued, the enemy is near. 

Lyndar. Are you pursued, and do you thus delay 
To save yourself ? Make haste, my lord, away. 

Abdal. Give me not cause to thmk you mock my 
grief: 
What place have I, but this, for my relief? 

Lyndar. This favour does your handmaid much 
oblige, 
But we are not provided for a siege : 
My subjects few ; and their provision thin ; 
The foe is strong without, we weak within. 
This to my noble lord may seem unkind. 
But he will weigh it in his princely ijiind; 
And pardon her, who does assurance want 
So much, she blushes when she cannot grant. 

Abdal. Yes, you may blush ; and yoii have czxxst 
to weep. 
Is this the faith you promised me to keep ? 
Ah yet, if to a lover you will bring 
No succour, give your succour to a king. 
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Lyndar. A king is he, whom nothing can with- 
stand ; 
Who men and money can with ease command. 
A king is he, whom fortune still does bless ; 
He is a king, who does a. crown possess. 
If you would have me think that you are he, 
Produce to view your marks of sovereignty ; 
But if yourself alone for proof you bring, 
You are but a single person, not a king. 

AbdaL Ungrateful maid, did I for this rebel? 
I say no more ; but I have loved too welL 
\ Lyndar. Who but yourself did that rebellion move ? 
Did I e'er promise to receive your love ? 
Is it my fault you are not fortunate ? 
I love a king, but a poor rebel hate. 

AbdaL Who follow fortune, still are in the right ; 
But let me be protected here this night 

Lyndar. The place to-morrow will be circled round ; 
And then no way will for your flight be found. 
' AbdaL I hear my enemies just coming on ; 

{Trampling within. 
Protect me but one hour, till they are gone. 
: Lyndar. They'll know you have been here; it 

cannot be ; 
That very hour you staj^ will ruin me : 
For if the foe behold our interview, 
I shall be thought a rebel too, like you. 
Haste hence ; and, that your flight may prosperous 

prove, 
ril recommend you to the powers above. 

{Exit Lr^ v.Jrom ab(we, 

Abdal. She's gone : Ah, faithless and ungrateful 

maid ! 

I hear some tread ; and fear I am betrayed. 
I'll to the Spanish king ; and tiy if he. 
To countenance his own right, will succour me : 
There is more faith in christian dogs, than thee. 

[Exit. 
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Enter Ozhyn, Benzayda, and Abenamar. 

Benz. I wish 
CTo merit all these thanks) I could have said, 
My pity only did his virtue aid ; 
Twas pity, but 'twas of a love-sick maid. 
His manly suffering my esteem did move ; 
That bred compassion, and compassion love. 

Ozm. O blessing sold me at too cheap a rate J 
My danger was the benefit of fate, [lb his father* 
But that you may my fair deliverer know, 
She was not only bom our house's foe, 
But to my death by powerful reasons led; 
At least, in justice, she might wish me dead. 

Aben. But why thus long do you her name con- 
ceal? 

Ozm. To gain belief for what I now reveal : 
Even thus prepai-ed, you scarce can think it true. 
The saver of my life from Selin drew 
Her birth ; and was his sister whom I slew. 

Aben. No more ; it cannot, was not, must not 
be: 
Upon my blessing, say not it was she. 
The daughter of the only man I hate! 
Two contradictions twisted in a fate ! 

Ozm. The mutual hate, which you and Selin 
bore, 
Does but exalt her generous pity more. 
Could she a brother s death forgive to me, 
And cannot you forget her family ? 
Can you so ill requite the life I owe, 
To reckon her, who gave it, still your foe ? 
It lends too great a lustre to her line. 
To let her virtue ours so much out-shine. 

Aben. Thou gav'st her line the advantage which 
they have. 
By meanly taking of the life they gave. 
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Grant that it did in her a pity shew ; 

But would my son be pitied by a foe ? 

She has the gloiy of thy act defaced : 

Thou kill'dst her brother ; but she triumphs last: 

Poorly for us our enmity would cease ; . 

When we are beaten, we receive a peace, 

Benz. If that be aJl in which you disagree, 
I must confess 'twas Ozmyn conquered me. 
Had I beheld him basely beg his life, 
I should not now submit to be his wife ; 
But when I s^w his courage death coutroul, 
I paid a secret homage to his soul ; 
And thought my cmel father much to blame. 
Since Ozmyn's virtue his revenge did shame. 

Jben. What constancy can'st thou e er hope to 

In that unstablej and soon conquered mind ? 
What piety can'st thou expect from her, 
Who could forgiv« a brother s murderer ? 
Or, what obedience hop'st thou to be paid, 
From one who first her father disobeyed ? 

Oznu Nature, that bids us parents to obey, 
Bids parents their conmiands by reason weigh ; 
And you her virtue by your praise did own, 
Before you knew by whom the act was done. 

Aben. Your reasons speak too much of insolence; 
Her birth's a crime past pardon or defence. 
Know, that as Selin was not won by thee, 
Neither will I by Selin s daughter be. 
Leave her, or cease henceforui to be my son : 
This is my will ; and this I will have done. 

[JExiV Aben. 

Oz7n. It is a murdering will. 
That whirls along with an impetuous sway. 
And, like chain-shot, sweeps all things in its wuy. 
He does my honour want of duty call ; 
1*0 that, and love, he has no right at all. 



Digitized by 



Google 



iC*N£ I. THE CONQUEST OF GRANADA^ 97 

Benz. No, Ozmyn, no ; it is a much less ill 
To leave me, than dispute a father's will : 
If I had any title to your love, 
Your father s greater right does mine remove ; 
Your vows and faith I give you hack again, 
Since neither can be kept without a sin. 

Ozm. Nothing but death my vows can give mc. 
. back : 
They are not yours to give, nor mine to take. 

Benz. Nay, think not, though I could your, vows 
resign, 
My love or virtue could dispense wath mine. 
I would extinguish your unlucky fire, 
To make you happy in some new desire : 
I can preserve enough for me and you, 
And love, and be unfortunate, for two, 

Ozm. In all that's good and great 
You vanquish me so fast, that in the end 
I shall have nothing left me to defend. 
From every post you force me to remove ; 
But let me keep my last entrenchment, love. 

Benz. Love then, my Ozmyn ; I will be content 

[Giving her hand. 
To make you wretched by your own consent : 
Live poor, despised, and banished for my sake, 
And all the burden of my sorrows take ; 
For, as for me, in whatsoe'er estate, 
While I have you, I must be fortunate. 

Oz7n. Thus then, secured of what we hold most 
dear, - 

(Each other's love) we'll go — I know not where. 
For wher^, alas, should we our flight begin } 
The foe's without ; our parents are within. 

Benz. I'll fly to you, and you shall fly to me ; 
Our flight but to each other's arms shall be. 
To providence and chance permit the rest ; 
Let us but love enough, and we are blest. [E^veimL 

VOL. IV. « 
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SCENE 11. 

Enter Boabdelin, Abenamar, Abdelmelech, 
Guards : Zu.lema and Hamet, Prisoners. 

Abdelm. They are Lyndaraxa's brothers ; for her 
sake, 
Their lives and pardon my request I make. 

Boab. Then, Zulema and Hamet, live ; but know, 
Your lives to Abdelmelech's suit you owe. 

Zul. The grace received so much my hope ex- 
ceeds, 
That words come weak and short to answer deeds. 
You've made a venture, sir, and' time must shew, 
If this great mercy you did well bestow. 

Boab, You, Abdelmelech, haste before 'tis night, 
And close pursue my brother in his flight. 

[Exeunt Abdelmelech, Zulema, and Hamet. 

Enter Almanzor, Almahide, and Esperanza. 

But see, with Almahide 

The brave Almanzor comes, whose conquering sword 
The crown, it once took from me, has restored. 
How can I recom pence so great desert I 

Almanz. I bring you, sir, performed in every 
part, 
My promise made ; your foes are fled or slain ; 
Without a rival, absolute you reign. 
Yet though, in justice, this enough may be. 
It is too little to be done by me : 
I beg to go. 

Where my own courage and your fortune calls, 
To chase these misbelievers from our walls. 
I cannot breathe within this narrow space ; 
. My heart's too big, and swells beyond the place, 

Boab. You can perform, brave warrior, what you 
please ; 
Fate listens to your voice, and then decrees. 
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Now I no longer fear the Spanish powers ; 
Already we are free, and conquerors. 

Almanz. Accept, great king, to-morrow, from rtiy 

The captive head of conquered Ferdinand. 
You shall not only what you lost regain, 
But o er the Biscayan mountains to the main, 
Extend your sway, where never Moor did reign^ 

Aben. What, in another, vanity would seem, 
Appears but noble confidence in him ; 
No haughty boasting, but a manly pride; 
A soul too fiery, and too great to guide : 
He moves excentric, like a wandering star, 
Whose motion s just, though 'tis not regular^ 

Boab. It is for you, brave man, and only you, 
Greatly to speak, and yet more greatly do* 
But, if your benefits too far extend, 
I must be left ungrateful in the end .: 
Yet somewhat I would pay. 
Before my debts above all reckoning grow, 
To keep me from the shame of what I owe. 
But you 

Are conscious to yourself of such desert, 
That of your gift I fear to offer part. 

Almanz. When I shall have declared my high 
request, 
So much presumption there will be confest, 
That you will find your gifts I do not shun ; 
But rather much o er-rate the service done* 

Boab. Give wing to your desires, and let 'em fly. 
Secure they cannot mount a pitch too high. 
So bless me, Alha, both in peace and war, 
As I accord, whate'er your .wishes are. 

Almanz. Emboldened by the promise of a prince, 
[Putting one knee to the grounds 
I ask this lady now with confidence. 
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Boab. You ask the only thing I cannot grant. 
\The King and Abenamar look amazedly on^< 
each other. 
Butj as a stranger, you are ignorant 
Of what by public fame my subjects know; 
She is my mistress. 

Aben. — And my daughter too, 
Almanz. Believe, old man, that I her father knew: 
What else should make Almanzor kneel to your — 
Nor doubt, sir, but your right to her was known : 
For had you had no claim but love alone, 
I could produce a better of my own. 

Almah. {softly to him.^ Almanzor, you forget my 
last request : 
Your words have too much haughtiness expressed. 
Is this the humble way you were to move ? 

Almanz. [to her,] 1 was too far transported by 
my love. 
Forgive me ; for I had not learned to sue 
To any thing before, but heaven and you. — 
Sir, at your feet, 1 make it my request — 

" ^ [To the King. 

[First line kneeling: second^ rising, and boldly. 
Though, without boasting, I deserve her best ; 
For you her love with gaudy titles sought, 
But I her heart with blood and dangers bought, 
Boab. The blood, which you have shed in her de- 
fence, 
Shall have in time a fitting recoinpence : 
Or, if you think your services delayed, 
Name but your price, and you shall soon be paid. 
Almanz. My price! — why, king, you do not 
think you deal 
With one who sets his services to sale ? 
Reserve your gif*^ for those who gifts regard ; 
And know, I think my&eif above reward. 
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Boab. Then sure you are some godhead j and 
our care 
Must be to come with incense and with prayer. 

Almanz. As little as you think yourself obliged, 
You would be glad to do't, when next besieged. 
But I am pleased there should be nothing due ; 
For what I did was for myself, not you. 

Boab. You with contempt on meaner gifts look 
down; 
And, aiming at my queen, disdain my cr<wwn. 
That crown, restored, deserves no recompence, 
Since you would rob the fairest jewel thence. 
Dare not henceforth ungrateful me to call ; 
Whate'er I owed you, this has cancelled all. 

Almanz. I'll call thee thankless, king, and per- 
jured both : 
Thou swor st by Alha, and hast broke thy oath. 
But thou dost well ; thou tak'st the cheapest way ; 
Not to own services thou canst not pay. 

Boab. My patience more than pays thy service 
past; 
But now this insolence shall be thy last.' 
. Hence from my sight ! and take it as a grace, 
Thou liv st, and art but banished from the place. 
Almanz. Where'er I go, there can no exile be ;. 
But from Almanzor's sight I banish thee : 
I will not nx)w, if thou wouldst beg me, stay ; 
But I will take my Almahide away. 
Stay thou with all thy subjects here ; but know, 
We leave thy city empty when we go. 

[Takes Alma hide's hand. 
Boab. Fall on ; take ; kill the traitor. 
[The Ouardsfall on him ; he makes at the King 
through the midst ofthem^ and falls upon him; 
th^ disarm hiiUy and rescue the King. 
Almanz. — ; — :Base and poor, 
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Blush that thou art Almanzor's conqueror. 

[Almahide wrings her hands^ then turns and 
veils her face. 
Farewell, my Almahide ! 
Life of itself will go, now thou art gone, 
Xike flies in winter, when they lose the sun. 

[Abenamar whispers the King a Uttky then 
speaks aloud. 
Aben. Revenge, and taken so secure a way, 
Are blessings which heaven sends not every day. 

Boab. I will at leisure now revenge my wrong; 
And, traitor, thou shalt feel my vengeance long : 
Thou shalt not die just at thy own desire, 
But see my nuptials, and with rage expire. 

Almanz. Thou darest not marry her while I'm in 
sight : 
With a bent brow thy priest and thee 111 fright; 
And in that scene, 

Wliich all thy hopes and wishes should content, 
The thought of me shall make thee impotent. 

\He is led off by Guards. 
Boab. As some fair tulip, by a storm oppressed, 

[To Almah. 
Shrinks up, and folds its silken arms to jest; 
And, bending to the blast, all pale and dead. 
Hears, from within, the wind sing round its head,-^ 
So, shrouded up, your beauty disappears : 
Unveil, my love, and lay aside your fears. 
The storm, that caused your fright, is passed and 
done. 

[Almahide unveiling^ and looking round for 

Almanzor. 

Almah. So flowers peep out too soon, and miss 

the sun. {Turning from him. 

Boab. What mystery in this strange behaviour 

lies? 
Almah. Let me for ever hide these guilty eyes, 
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Which lighted my Almanzor to his tomb ; 
Or, let them blaze, to show me there a room. 

Boab, Heaven lent their lustre for a nobler end ; 
A thousand torches must their light attend, 
To lead you to a temple and a crown. 
Why does my fairest Almahide frown ? 
Am I less pleasing then I was before, 
Or, is the insolent Almanzor more? 

Alniah. I justly own that I some pity have, 
Not for the insolent, but for the brave. 

Aben. Though to your king your duty you nc*- 
gleet, 
Know, Almahide, I look for more respect : 
And, if a parent's charge your mind can move, 
Receive the blessing of a monarch's love. 

Almah. Did he my freedom to his life prefer, 
And shall I wed Almanzor s murderer ? 
No, sir; I cannot to your will submit; 
Your way's too rugged for my tender feet. 

Aben. You must be driven where you refuse to go; 
And taught, by force, your happiness to know. 

Almah. To force me, sir, is much unworthy you, 
^ [Smiling scornfully. 

And, when you would, impossible to do. 
If force could bend me, you might think, with 

shame. 
That I debase the blood from whence I came. 
My soul is soft, which you may gently lay 
In your loose p^-lm ; but, when 'tis pressed to stay, 
Like water, it deludes your grasp, ^nd 3lips away. 

Boab. I find I must revoke what I decreed ; 
Almauzor's death my nuptials must precede. 
Love is a m^gic which the lover ties ; 
But charms still end when the magician dies. 
Go ; let me hear my hated rival's dead ; 

[To his Guard. 
And, to convince my eyes, bring back his head* 
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Almah. Go on : I wish no other way to prove 
That I am worthy of Almanzor s love. 
We will in death, at least, united be : 
I'll shew you I can die as well as he. 

Boab. What should I do ! when equally I dread 

Almanzor living and Almanzor dead ! 

Yet, by your promise, you are mine alone. 

Almah. How dare you claim my faith, and break 
your own ? 

Aben, This for your virtue is a weak defence : 
No second voWs can with your first dispense. 
Yet, since the king did to Almanzor swear, 
And in his death ungrateful may appear^ 
He ought, in justice, first to spare his life, 
And then to claim your promise as his wife. 

Almah,, Whate'er my secret inclinations be,. 
To this, since honour ties me, I agree : 
Yet I declare, and to the world will own, 
That, far from seeking, I would shun the throne^ 
And with Almanzor lead a humble life : 
There is a private greatness in his wife. 

Boab. That little love I have, I hardly buy ; 
You give my rival all, while you deny: 
Yet, Almahide, to let you see your power. 
Your loved Almanzor shall be free this hour. 
You are obeyed ; but 'tis so great a grace^ 
That I could wish me in my rival's place. 

[Exeunt King and Abenamar. 

Almah. How blessed was I before this fatal day^ 
When all I knew of love, was to obey! 
Twas life becalmed, without a gentle breath ; 
Though not so cold, yet motionless as death, 
A heavy quiet state ; but love, all strife, 
All rapid, is the hurricane of life. 
Had love not shewn me, I had never seea 
An excellence Ijeyond Boabdelinv 
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I had not, aiming higher, lost my rest ; 
But with a vulgar ^ood been dully blest : 
But, in Almanzor, having seen what's rare, 
Now I have leamt too sharply to compare ; 
And, like a favourite quickly in disgrace, 
Just knew the value ere I lost the place. 

To her Almanzor, bound and guarded. 

Almanz. I see the end for which I'm hither sent> 
To double, by your sight,, my punishment, 
lliere is a shame' in bonds I cannot bear; 
Far more than death, to meet your eyes I fear. 

Almah. That shame of long continuance shall 
not be : [Unbinding him. 

The king, at my entreaty, sets you free. 

Almanz. The king! my wonders greater than 
before ; 
How did he dare my freedom to restore? 
He like some captive lion uses me; 
He rilns away before he sets me free. 
And takes a sanctuary in his court : 
111 rather lose my life than thank him fort. 

Almah. If any subject for your thanks there be, 
The king expects them not, you owe them me. 
Our freedoms through each other's hands have 

past; 
You give me my revenge in winning last. 

Almanz. Then fate commodiously for me has 
done ; 
To lose mine there where I would have it won. 

Almah. Almanzor, you too soon will understand, 
That what I win is on another's hand. 
The king (who doomed you to a cruel fate) 
Gave to my pmyers both his revenge and hate ; 
But at no other price would rate your life. 
Than my consent and oath to be his wife. 
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Almanz. Would you, to save my life, my love 
betray? 
Here; take me; bind me; carry me away; 
Kill me I I'll kill you if you disobey. 

[7b tht Guards^ 

Almah. That absolute command your love does 
give, 
I take, and charge you by that power to live. 

Almanz. When death, the last of comforts, you 
refuse, 
Your power, like heaven upon the damned, you use; 
You force me in my being to remain, 
To make me last, and keep me fresh for pain. 
When all my joys are gone, 
What cause can I for living longer give. 
But a dull, lazy habitude to live? 

Almah. Rash men, like ypu, and impotent of will> 
Give chance no time to turn, but urge her still; 
She would repent ; you push .the quarrel on, 
And once because she went, she must be gone. 

Almanz. She shall not turn ; what is it she can 
do, 
To recompense me for the loss of you? 

Almah. Heaven will reward your worth some bet» 
ter way : 
At least", for me, you have but lost one day. 
Nor is't a real loss which you deplore ; 
You sought a heart that was engaged before. 
Twas a swift love, which took you in his way; 
Flew only through your heart, but made no stay ; 
'Twas but a dream, where truth had not a place ; 
A scene of fancy, moved so swift a pace, 
And shifted, that you can but think it was ;-— 
Let, then, the short vexatious vision pass/ 

Almanz. My joys, indeed, are dreams ; but not 
my pain : 
Twas a swift ruin, but the marks remain. 
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When some fierce fire lays goodly buildings waste, 

Would you conclude 

There had been none, because the burning's past? 

Almah. It was your fault that fire seized all your 
breast ; 
You should have blown up some to save the rest: 
But 'tis, at worst, but so consumed by fire, 
As cities are, that by their fall rise higher. 
Build love a nobler temple in my place ; 
You'll find the fire has but enlarged your space. 

Almanz. Love has undone me ; I am grown sq 
poor, 
I sadly view the ground I had before, 
But want a stock, and ne'er can build it more. 

Almah. Then say what charity I can allow; 
I would contribute if I knew but how. 
Take friendship; or, if that too small appear. 
Take love, — ^which sisters may to brothers bear. 

Almanz. A sister's love ! that is so palled a thing, 
What pleasure can it to a lover bring? 
TTis like thin food to mfen in fevers spent; 
Just keeps alive, but gives no nourishment. 
What hopes, what fears, what transports can it 

move? 
Tis but the ghost of a departed love. 

Almah. You, like some greedy cormorant, devour 
All my whole life can give you in an hour. 
What more I can do for you is to die. 
And that must follow, if you this deny. 
Since I gave up my love, that you might live, 
You, in refusing life, my sentence give. 

Almanz. Far from my breast be such an impious 
thought ! 
Your death would lose the quiet mine had sought, 
I'll live for you, in spite of misery; 
p\it you shall grant that I had rather die, 
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rU be 80 wretched, filled with such despair, 
That you shall see, to live was more to dare. 

Almak. Adieu, then, O my soul's far better part ! 
Your image sticks so close. 
That the blood follows fi:om my rending heart. 
A last farewell \ 

For, since a last must come, the rest are vain, 
Like gasps in death, which but prolong our pain. . 
But, since the king is now a part of me. 
Cease from henceforth to be his enemy. 
Go now, for pity go ! for, if you stay, 
I fear I shall have something still to say. 
Thus 1 for ever shut you from my sight. \Vells^ 

Atmanz. Like one thrust out in a cold winter » 
night. 
Yet shivering underneath your gate I stay ; 

One look 1 omnot go before 'tis day. • 

[She beckons him to be gone^ 

Not one Farewell : Whale'er my suflTerings be 

Within, 111 speak farewell as loud as slie : 

1 will not be out-done in constancy. 

\She turns her back. 
Then like a dying conqueror I go ; 
At least I have looked last upon my foe. 

I go but, if too heavily 1 move, 

I walk encumbered with a weight of love. 
Fain I would leave the thought of you beliind, 
But still, the more I cast you from my mind. 
You dash, like water, back, when, thrown against, 
the wind. [Exit. 

As he goes off^ the King meets him with Aben amar ; 
they stare at each other without saluting. 

Boab. With him go all my fears : A guard there 
wait, 
And see him safe without the city gate. 
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To them Abdelmelech. 

Now, Abdelmdech, is my brother dead? 

Abdelm. Th' usurper to the Christian camp is fled | 
Whom as Granada s lawful king they own, 
And vow, by force, to seat him on the throne* 
Mean time the rebels in the Albayzyn rest ; 
Which is in Lyndaraxas name possest. 

Boab. Haste and reduce it instantly by force. 

Abdelm, First give me leave to prove a milder 
course. 
She will, perhaps, on summons yield the place. 

Boab. We cannot to your suit refuse her grace. 
[One enters hastily^ and whispers Abenamar. 

Aben. How fortune persecutes this hoary head ! 
My Ozmyn is with Selin's daughter fled. 
But he's no more my son : 
My hate shall like a Zegry him pursue, 
Till I take back what blood from me he drew. 

Boab. Let war and vengeance be to-morrows 
care ; 
But let us to the temple now repair. 
A thousand torches make the mosque more bright i 
This must be mine and Almahide's night. 
Hence, ye importunate affairs of state, 
You should not tyrannize on love, but M^ait 
Had life no love, none would for business live^ 
Yet still from love the largest part we give ; 
And must be forced, in empire's weary toil, 
To live long wretched, to be pleajsed a while. 

[Exeunt. 
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Success, wjbich can no more than beauty last^ 
Makes our sad poet mourn your favours past i 
For, since without desert he got a name. 
He fears to lose it now with greater shame. 
Fame, like a little mistress of the town. 
Is gained with ease, but then she's lost as soon : 
For, as thoee tawdry misses, soon or late. 
Jilt such as keep them at the highest rate ; 
And oft the lacquey, or the brawny clowp, 
Gets what is hid in the loose-bodied gown, — 
So, fame is false to all that keep her long; 
And turns up to the fop that's brisk and young. 
Some wiser poet now would leave fame first; 
But elder wits are, like old lovers, cursed : 
Who, when the vigour of their youth is spent. 
Still grow more fond, as they grow impotent. 
This, some years hence, our poet's case may prove; 
But yetj he hopes, he's young enough to love. 
When forty comes, if e'er he live to see 
That wretched, fumbling age of poetry, 
'Twill be high time to bid his muse adieu :— 
Well may he please himself, but never you. 
Till then, he'll do as well as he began, 
And hopes you will not find him less a man. 
Think him not duller for this year's delay ; 
He was prepared, the women were away ; 
And men, without their parts, can hardly play. 
If they, through sickness, seldom did appear, 
Pity Uie virgins of each theatre : 
For, at both houses, 'twas a sickly year ! 
And pity us, your servants, to whose cost, 
In one such sickness, nine whole months are lost* 
Their stay, he fears, has ruined what he writ : 
Long waiting both disables love and wit. 
I'hey thought they gave him leisure to do well^ 
But, when they foi'ced him to attend, he fell ! 
Yet, though he much has failed, he begs, to-day, 
You will excuse his unperforming play : 
Weakness sometimes great passion docs express ; 
He had pleased better, had he loved you less. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE SECOND PART. 



They, who write ill, and they, who ne'er durst write, - 

Turn critics, out of mere revenge and spite : 

A playhouse gives them fame ; and up there starts, 

From a mean fifth-rate wit, a man of p^rts. 

(So common faces on the stage appear ; 

We take them in, and they turn beauties here.) 

Our author fears those critics as his fate ; 

And those he fears, by consequence must hate, 

For they the traffic of all wit invade. 

As scriveners draw away the bankers' trade^ 

However, the poet's safe enough to day. 

They cannot censure an unfinished play. 

But, as when vizard-mask appears in pit, 

Straight every man, who thinks himself a wit, 

Perks up, and, managing his comb with grace. 

With his white wig sets off bis nut-brown face ; 

That done, bears up to th' prize, and views each limb, 

To know her by her rigging and her trim ; 

Then, the whole noise of fops to wagers go, — 

** Pox on her, 'tmust be she ;'' and — " damme, no !"■— 

Just so, I prophesy, these wits to-day 

Will blindly guess at our imperfect play ; 

With what new plots our Second Part is filM, 

Who must be kept aliv^, and who be killed. 

And as those vizard-masks maintain, that fashion, 

To soothe and tickle sweet imagination ; 

So our dull poet keeps you on with masking^ 

To make you think Uiere's something worth your asking. 

But, when 'tis shown, that, which does now delight you. 

Will prove a dowdy, with a face to fright you. 
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ALMANZOR AND ALMAHIDE, 



OB^THS 



CONQUEST OF GRANADA. 



THE SECOND PART. 

ACT I. 

SCENE I.— ^ Camp. 



JSw^er King Ferdinand, Queen Isabella, Alon* 
zo d'Aguilar; Attendants^ Men and TVomen. 

K. Ferd. At length the time is coiniB, when Spain 
shall be 
From the long yoke of Moorish tyrants free. 
All causes seem to second our design, 
And heaven and earth in their destruction join. 
When empire in its childhood first appeu*s^ 
A watchful fate oversees its tender years; 
Till, grown more strong, it thrusts and stretches out. 
And elbows all the kingdoms round about : 
The place thus made for its fir^t breathing free^ 
It moves again for ease and luxuiy ; 
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Till, swelling by degrees, it has possessed 

The greater space, and now crowds up the rest ; 

When, from behind, there starts somje petty st?itc. 

And pushes ou its now unwieldy fate ; 

Then down the precipice 'of tinie it goes, 

'And sinks in minutes, which in ages rose. 

Q. Isabel, Should bold Columbus in his search 
succeed. 
And find those beds in which bright metals breed j 
Tracing the sun, who seems to steal away, 
That, miser-like, he might alone survey 
The wealth which he in western mines did lay, — 
Not afl that shining ore could give my heart 
The joy, this conquered kingdom will impart; 
Which, rescued from these misbelievers' hands, 
Shall now, at once, shake off its double bands : 
At once to freedom and true faith restored, 
Its old religion and its ancient lord. 

K, Fcrd. By that assault which last we made, I 
find. 
Their courage is with their success declined : 
Almanzor's absence now they dearly buy, , 
Whose conduct crowned their arms with victory. 

Afonzo. Their king himself did their last sal^y 
guide;^ 
I saw him, glistering in his armour, ride 
To break a lance in honour of his bride : 
But other thoughts now fill his anxious breast; 
Care pf his crown his love has dispossest 

To them ABDiVLLA, , 

Q. Isabel. But see, the brother of the Moorish 
.king: 
Jie seems some news of great iniport to bring. 

K. Ferd, He brings a spacious title to our side : 
Thq^e, whQ would conquey, must their foes divide^ 
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Abdal Since to my exile you have pity shown, 
And given me courage yet to hope a throne; 
While you without our common foes subdue, 
J am not wanting to mys^elf or you ; 
But have, within, a faction still alive, 
Strong to assist, and secret to contrive, 
And watching each occasion to foment 
The' people's fears into a discontent; 
Which, from Almanzor's loss, before were great, 
And now are doubled by their late defeat : 
These letters from their chiefs the news assures. 

[Gives letters to the King* 

K. Ferd. Be mine the honour, but the profit 
yours. 

y^o them the Duke of Arcos, xvith Ozmyn and Ben- 
ZAYDA, Prisoners, 

K. Ferd. That tertia of Italians did you guide, 
To take their post upon the river side? 

Z). Arcos, All are according to your orders placed 5 
My chearful soldiers their intrenchments haste ; 
The Murcian foot hath ta en the upper ground, 
And now the city is beleaguered round. 

K. Ferd. Why is not then their leader here again? 

D. Arcos. The master of Alcantara is slain ; 
But he, who slew him, here- before you stands : 
It is that Moor whom you behold in bands. 

K. Ferd. A braver man I had not in my host ; 
His murderer shall not long his conquest boaist : 
But, Duke of Arcos, say, how was he slain ? 

D. Arcos. Our soldiers marched together on the 
' plain; 
We two rode on, and left them far behind, 
^rill, coming where we found the valley wind. 
We saw these Moors ; who, swiftly as they could, 
Ran on to gain the covert of a wood. 
TTiis we observed; and; having crossed their way, 
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The lady, out of breath, w&fr forced to stay : 
The man dien stood, andstxiaight his £aulcmondrew; 
Then told us, we in vain did those pursue^ 
Whom their ill fortune to despaiit did drive. 
And yet, whom we should never take alive* 
Neglecting this, the master straight spurred on ; 
But the active Moor his horse's shock did shun» 
And, ere his rider from his reach could go, 
Finished the combat with one deadly blow* 
I, to revenge my friend, prepared to fight; 
But now our foremost men were come in sight, 
Who soon would have dispatched him on the place^ 
Had I not saved him from a death so base, 
And brought him to attend your royal doom. 

K. Ferd. A manly face, and in his age's bloom ;. 
Biit, to content the soldiers, he must die : 
Go, see him executed instantly. 

Q. Isabel. Stay; I would learn bis name before 
he go : 
You, Prince Abdalla, may the prisoner know, 

Abdal. Ozmyn's his name, and he deserves his 
fate; 
His father heads the faction which I hate : 
But much I wonder, that with him I see 
The daughter of his mortal enemy, 

Benz. Tis true, by Ozmyn's ^word my brother 
fell; 
But 'twas a d^th he merited too well. 
I know a sister should excuse his fault ; 
But you know too, that Ozmyn's death he sought. 

Abdal Our prophet has declared, by the event, 
That Ozmyn is reserved for punishment; 
For, when he thought his guilt from danger deary 
He, by new crimes, is brought to suftcr here. 

Benz. In love. Or pity, if a crime you find, 
We two have sinned above all human. kind. 
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OzMi. Heaven in my puiu$hmeiit has dojoe a 
grace; 
I could not suffer in a better pktce : 
That I should die by Christians it thought good. 
To save your father s guilt, who sought my blood; 

[To hen 

Benz. Fate aimfi so many blows to make us fall. 
That 'tis in vain to think to ward them all : 
And, where misfortunes great and inany are,. 
life grows a burden, and not worth our care. 

Ozm. I cast it from me, like a garment torn, 
Bagged, and too indecent to be worn : 
Besides, there is contagion in my fate, \To B£n2^ 
It makes your life tpo much unnirtunate. — 
But, since her faults aie not allied to mine, 
In her protection let your favour shine. 
To you, great queen, I make this last request, 
(Since pity dwells in every royal breast) 
Safe, in your care, her life and honour be : 
It is a dying lover s legacy. 

Behx. Cease, Ozmyn, cease so vain a suit te 
move ; 
I did not give yovi on those terms my love. 
Leave me the care of me; for, when you gO, 
My love will soon instruct me what to do. 

Q. Isabel Permit me, sir, these lovers' doom t0 
give : 
My sentence is, they shall together live. 
The courts of kings 
To all distressed should sanctuaries be^ 
But most to lovers in adversity. 
Castile and Arragon, 

Which long against each other war did move. 
My plighted lord and I have joined by love; 
And, if to add this conquest heaven Uiinks good, 
I would pot have it stain^ with lovers' blood* 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



120 " Th£ second part of : ACT I^ 

K. Ferd. Whatever Isabella shall command 
Shall always be a law to Ferdinand. 

Benz. The frowns of fate we will no longer fean 
111 fate, great queen, can never find us here. 

Q. Isabel Your thanks &ome other time I will 
receive : 
Henceforward safe in my protection live. 
Granada is for noble loves renowned : 
Her best defence is in her lovers found. 
Love's an heroic passion, which can find 
No room in any base degenerate mind: 
It kindles all the soul with honour's fire, 
To make the lover worthy his desire. 
Against such heroes I success should fear, 
Had we not too an host of lovers here. . 
An army of bright beauties come with me; 
Each lady shall her servant's actions see: 
The fair and brave on each side shall contest; 
And they shall overcome, who love the best. 

\Exeunt. 



SCENE II.— TJie Alhambra. 

Enter Zulema. 

Zul True, they have pardoned me; but do they 
know 
What folly 'tis to trust a pardoned foe? 
A blush remains in a forgiven face : 
It wears the silent tokens of disgrace. 
Forgiveness to the injured does belong ; 
But they ne'er pardon, vi^ho have done the wrong. 
My hopeful fortunes lost ! and, what's above 
All I can name or think, my ruined love ! 
Feigned honesty shall work me into trust, 
And seeming penitence conceal my lust 
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Let heaven's great eye of Providence now take 
One day of rest, and ever after wake. 

Enter Boabdelin, Abenamar, and Guards. 

Boab. Losses on losses ! as if heaven decreed 
Almanzor's valour should alone succeed. 
. Aben. Each sally we have made, since he is gone, 
Serves but to pull our speedy ruin on. 

Boab. Of all mankind, the heaviest fate he bears, 
Who the last crown of sinking empire wears. 
No kindly planet of his birth took care : 
Heaven's outcast, and the dross of every "star! 

[A tumultuous noise within. 

Enter Abdelmelech. 

What new misfortunes do these cries presage? 

Abdelm. They are the eiFects of the mad people's 
rage. 
All in despair tumultuously they swarm : 
The fairest streets already take the alarm ; 
The needy creep from cellars under ground ; 
To them new cries from tops of garrets sound ; 
The aged from the chimneys seek the cold ; 
And wives from windows helpless infants hold. 

Boab. See what the many-headed beast demands. — 

[Ej^t Abdelm. 
Cursed is that king, whose's honour's in their hands. 
In senates, either they too slowly grant, 
Or saucily refuse to aid my want ; 
And, when their thrift has ruined me in war, 
They call their insolence my want of care. 

Aben. Cursed be their leaders, who that rage fo- 
ment. 
And veil, with public good, their discontent : 
They keep the people's purses in their hands, 
And hector kings to grant their wild demands ; 
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But to each lure, a court throws out^ descend, 
And prey on those they promised to defend* 

ZuL Those kings, who to their wild demands 
consent, 
Teach others the same wpy to discontent. 
Freedom in subjects is not, nor can be; 
But still, to please them, we must call them fi'cc. 
Propriety, wnich they their idol make, 
Or law, or law s inteipretere, can shake. 

Aberu The name or commonwealth is popular; 
But there the people their own tyrants are. 

^ BooIk But kings, who rule with limited command^ 
Have players' sceptres put into their hand. 
Power has no balance, one side still weighs down, 
And either hoists the commonwealth or crown ; 
And those, who think to set the scale more right, 
By various turnings but disturb the weight.! 

Aben. While people tug for freedom, kings for 
power. 
Both sink beneath some foreign conqueror : 
Then subjects find too late they were unjust, 
And want that power of kings, they durst not trust 

To them Abdelmelech. 

Abdelm. The tumult now is high, and dangerous 
.grown: 
The people talk of rendering up the town; 
And swear that they will force the king's consult.. 
Boab. What counsel can this rising stoi^m prevent? 
Abdelm. Their fright to no persuasions will give 
ear: 
There's a deaf madness in 9^ people's fear. 

Entei' a Messenger. 

Mess. Their fury now a middle course does take j 
To yield the town, ot call Ahaaauzor back. . 
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Boob, I'll ralJier call my disatk^ — 
Go, and bring up my guards to my defence : 
I'll punish tlos outrageous insolence. 

Aben. Since blind opinion does their reason sway, 
You must submit to curcthem their own way. 
Yoa to their fancies physic must apply ; 
Give them that chief on whom they most rely. 
Under Almanzor prospenousik^ they fbught; 
Almanzor, therefore,, must with prayers be brought. 

Enter a, second Messenger. 

S Mess. Haste all yoa eaai their fury to assuage : 
You are not safe from their rebellious rage. 

Enter a third Messenger. 

3 Mess. This minute, if you grant not their desire^ 
They'll seize your person, and your palace fire. 

Abdelm., Your danger, sir, admits of no delay. 

Ihab. In tumults people reign, and kings obey. — 
Go and appease them with the vow I make, 
That they shall have their loved Almanzor back. 

[Exit Abdel. 
Almanzor has the ascendant o'er my fate; 
I'ntL forced to stoop to one I fear and hate : 
Disgraced, distressed, in exile, and alone, 
He's greater than a monarch on his throne: 
Without a realm, a royalty he gains 9 
Kings are the subjects over whom he reigns. 

[A shout of acdamatiims within^ 

Aben. These shouts proclaim the people satisfied. 

Boab. We for another tempest must provide. 
To promise his return as I was loth. 
So I want power now to perform my oath. 
Ere this, fijr Afric he is sailed: from Spain. 

Aben. The adverse winds his passage yet detain; 
I heard^ last night, his equipage did stay 
At a small village, short of Malaga. 

1 
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Boab. Abenamar^ this evening thither haste ; 
Desire him to forget his usage past: 
Use all your rhetoric, promise, flatter, pray. 

To them Almahide, attended. 

Aben. Good fortune shows you yet a surer way : 
Nor prayers nor promises his mind will move; 
Tis inaccessible to all, but lo\ie. 

Boak Oh^ thou hast. roused a thought within mf. 
breast, 
That will for ever rob me of my rest. 
Ah jealousy, how cruel is thy sting ! 
I, in Alraanzor, a loved rival bring! 
And now, I think, it is an equal strife, 
If I my crown should hazard, or my wife. 
Where, marriage, is thy cure, whicli husbands boast. 
That in possession their desire is lost ? 
Or why have I alone that wretched taste. 
Which, gorged and glutted, does with hunger last? 
Custom and duty cannot set me free, 
Even sin itself has not a charm for me. 
Of married lovers I am sure the first, 
And nothing but a king could be so curst. 

Almah. What sadness sits upon your royal heart? 
Have you a grief, and must not I have part? 
All creatures else a time of love possess ; 
Man only clogs with cares his happiness : 
And, while he should enjoy his part of bliss, 
With tlioughts of what may be, destroys what is. 

Boab. You guess aright; I am oppressed with 
, .grief. 
And 'tis from you that I must seek relief. 

\To the company. 
Leave us ; to sorrow there's a reverence due : 
Sad kings, like suns eclipsed, withdraw from view. 
Yl'he AttcMants go off, and chairs are set for 
the King and Queen. 

4 
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Almah, So, two kind turtles, when a storm is nigh, 
Ix)ok up, and see it gathering in the sky : 
Each calls his mate, to shelter in the groves, 
leaving, in murmur, their unfinished loves: 
Perched on some drooping branch, they sit alone, 
And coo, and hearken to each other s moan. 

Boab^ Since, Almahide, you seem so kind a wife, 

[Taking her by the hand. 
What would you do to save a husband's life? 

Almah. When fate calls on that hard necessity, 
I'll suffer death, rather than you shall die. 

Boab. Suppose your country shou|din danger be; 
What would you undertake to set it free? 

Almah. It were too little to resign my breath: 
My own free hand should give me nobler death. 

Boab. That hand, which would so much for glory 
do, 
Must yet do more ; for it must kill me too. 
You must kill me, for that dear country's sake ; 
Or, what's all one, must' call Almanzor back. 

Almah, I see to what your speech you now direct; 
Either my love or virtue you suspect. 
But know, that, when my person I resigned, 
J was too noble not to give my mind. 
No more the shadow of Almanzor fear ; 
I have no room, but for your image, here. 

Boab. This, Almahide, would make me cease to 
mourn, 
Were that Almanzor never to return 2 
But now my fearful people mutiny ; 
Their clamours call Almanzor back, not I. 
Their safety, through my ruin, I pursue ; 
He must return, and must be brought by you. 

Almah. That hour, when I my faith to you did 
plight, 
J banished him for ever from my sight. 
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His l)anisfament was to my virtoe due; 
Not that I fean^d him ior myself, but you. 
My honour had presented me innocent: 
But I wouidy your -suspicion to prevent ; 
Which, since I see augmented in your mind, 
I yet more reason for his exile find. 

Boab. To your entreaties he will yield alone. 
And on your doom depend my life and throne. 
No longer, therefore, my desires withstand; 
Or, if desires prevail not, my command. 

Abndh. In his return, too sadly I foresee 
T^he effects of your returning jealousy. 
But your command I prize above my life ; 
Tis sacred to a subject and a wife : 
If I have power, Almanzor shall return. 

Boab. Cursed be that fetal hour when I was boml 
[^Letting go her hand, arid starting tip. 
You love, you love him ; and that love reveal, 
By your too quick consent to his repeal 
My jealousy had but too just a ground; 
And now you stab into my fbnner wound. 

Almah. This sudden change I do laot understand. 
Have you, so soon forgot your own command? 

Boab. Grant that I did the unjust injunction lay. 
You should have loved me more than to ob^. 
I know you did this mutiny design ; 
JBut I'll your love-plot quickly countermine. 
' Let my crown go ; he never shall return ; 
I, like a phoenix, in my nest will bum. 

Almah. You please me well, that in one a>mm(»2 
fate 
You M^rap yourself, and me, and all your state. 
Let us no more of proud Almanzor hear: 
^is .better once to die, -than still to fear ; 
And better many times to die, than be 
^Obliged, past payment, to an axtmy. 
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Boidf. Tis better; but you wives have still one 
way: 
Whene'er your husbands are obliged, you pay. 

Almah. Thou, heaven, who know st it, judge my 
innocence ! — 
You, sir, deserve not I should make defence. 
Yet, judge my virtue by that proof I gave, 
When I submitted to be made your slave. 

Boab. If I have been suspicious or unkind, 
Forgive me; many caies distract my mind: 
Love, and a crown ! 

Two such excuses no one man e'er had ; 
And each of them enough to make me mad : 
But now my reason reassumes its throne. 
And finds no safety when Almanzor's gone. 
Send for him then; I'll be obliged, and sue; 
Tis a less evil than to part with you. 
I leave you to your thoughts ; but love me still ! 
Forgive my passion, and obey my will. 

[Exit BOABDELIN. 

Almahide solus. 

My jealous lord will soon to rage return; 

That fire, his fear rakes up, does inward burn. 

But heaven, which made me great, has phose for me, 

I must the oblation for my people be. 

ril cherish honour, then, and life despise; 

What is not pure, is not for sacrifice. 

Yet for Almanzor I in secret mourn ! 

Can virtue, then, admit of his return? 

Yes; for my love I will by virtue square; 

My heart's not mine, but all my actions are. 

ril like Almanzor act; and dare to be 

As haughty, and as wretched too, as he. 

What will he think is in my message meant ? 

I scarcely understand my own intent: 
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But, silk-^worni like, so long within have wrought. 
That I am lost in my own web of thought. 

[Ea^it Almahide,. 



ACT II. 

SCENE L—A Wood. 

Enter Ozmyn and Benzayda. 

Ozm. 'Tis true, that our protection here has been 
The effect of honour in the Spanish queen ; 
But, while I as a friend continue here, 
I to my country must a foe appear. 

Benz. Think not, my Ozmyn, that we here xtn 
main 
As friends, but prisoners to the power of Spain. 
Fortune dispenses with your country's right; 
.!3ut you desert your honour in your flight.^ 

Ozm. I Cannot leave you here, and go away ; 
My honour s glad of a pretence to stay. 

[A nme within^ — Follow, follow, follow V^ 

Enter Splin, his sivord drawn^ as pursued. 

SeVm. I am pursued, and now am spent and done; 
My limbs suffice mc not with strength to run. 
And, if I could, alas ! what can I save? 
A year, the dregs of life too, from the grave*. 

[Sits dofwn on the ground. 
Here will I sit, and here attend my fate, 
With the same hoary majesty and state, 
As Rome's old senate for the Gauls did wait. 

Benz. It is my father; and he seems distressed. 

Ozm. My honour bids me succour the oppressed ; 
That life he squght, for his 111 freely give ; 
We'll die together, or together live. 
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Benz. rU call more succour, since the camp is 
near, 
And fly on all the wings of love and fear. 

[^Exit Ben^. 

Enter Abenamar, and four or five Moors, He looks 
and finds Selin. 

Ahen. YouVe lived, and now behold your latest 
houn 

Selin, I scorn your malice, and defy your power. 
A speedy death is all I ask you now ; 
And that's a favour you may well allow. 

Ozm. [skemng himself^] \¥ho gives you death, 
shall give it first to me; 
Fate cannot separate our destiny. — 

[Knatvs his father. 
My father here ! then heaven itself has laid 
The snare, in which my virtue is betrayed. 

Aben. Fortune, I thank thee ! thou hast kindly 
done, 
To bring me back that fugitive, my son ; 
In arms too.^ fighting for my enemy ! — 
ril do a Roman justice, — ^thou shalt die ! 

Ozm. I beg not you my forfeit life would save ; 
Yet add one minute to that breath you gave. 
I disobeyed you, and deserve my fate ; 
But bury in my grave two houses' hate. 
Let Selin live; and see your justice done 
On me, while you revenge him for his son : 
Your mutual malice in my death may cease, 
And equal loss persuade you both to peace. 

Aben. Yes, justice shall be done on him and thee. — 
Haste, and dispatch them both immediately. 

\To a soldier^ 

Ozm. , If you have honour, — since you naturq 
want, — 
For your own sake my last petition grant; 

VOL. IV. I 
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And kill not a disarmed, defenceless foe, 
Whose death your cruelty, or fear, will show. 

My> father cannot do an act so base: 

My father ! — I mistake ; — I meant, who was. 
Aben. Go, then, dispatch him iirst who was my 

son! 
Ozm, Swear but to save his life, 111 yield my 

own, 
Abev. Nor tears, nor prayers, thy life, or his, shall 

buy. 
Ozm. Ihen, sir, Benzaydas father shall not die ! — . 
\Putting himself before Selin. 
And, since he'll wanttdefence when I am gone, 
I will, to save his life, defend my own. 

Aben. This justice, parricides, like thee, should 
have !— 
[Aben. and his party attack them both. Ozm. 
parries his fathers thrusts^ and thrusts at the 
others. 

Enter Benzayda, with A^dalla, the Duke of 
Arcos, and Spaniards. 

Benz. O, help my father ! and my Ozmyn save ! 
Abdal. Villains, that death you have deserved is 

near ! 
Ozm. Stay, prince! and know, I have a father 
here ! — [Stops Abpalla's hand, 

I were that parricide, of whom he spoke, 
Pid not my piety prevent your stroke. 

D. Arcos. to Aben. Depart, then, and thank heaven 

you hjid a son. 
Aben. I am not with these shows of duty won. 
Ozm. to his Father. Heaven knows, I would that 
life, you seek, resign; 
But, while Benzayda lives, it is not mine. 
Will you yet pardon my unwilling crime ? 
Aben. By no entreaties, by no length of time. 
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Will I be won; but, with my latest breath, 
I'll curse thee here, and haunt thee after death. 

[Esit Aben. with his party. 

Ozm. Can you be merciful to that degree, 

[Kneeling to Selix. 
As to forgive my father's faults in me? 
Can you forgive 

The death of him I slew in my defence, 
And from the malice separate the offence? 
I can no longer be your enemy : 
Jn short, now kill me, sir, or pardon me. 

[Offers him his sword. 
In this your silence my hard fate appears. 

Selin. I'll answer you, when I can speak for tears. 
But, till I can, 
Imagine what must needs be brought to pass ; 

[Embraces him. 
My heart's not made of marble, nor of brass. 
Did I for you a cruel death prepare. 
And have you, have you made my life your care ! 
There is a shame contracted by my faults, 
Which hinders me to speak my secret thoughts. 
And I will tell you — when the shame's removed — 
You are not better by my daughter loved.-r- 
Benzayda be yours.— I can no more. 

Ozm. Blessed be that breath which does my life 
restore ! [Embracing his knees. 

Benz. I hear my father now; these words con- 
fess 
That name, and that indulgent tenderness. 

Selin. Benzayda, I have been too much to blame ; 
3ut let your goodness expiate my shame : 
You Ozmyn's virtue did in chains adore, 
And part of me was just to him before. — 
My son ! — 

O^m- My father!—- 
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Selin. Since by you I live, 
I, for your sake, your family forgive. 
Let your hard father still my life pursue, 
I hate not him, but for his hate to you ; 
Even that hard father yet may one day be 
By kindness vanquished, as you vanquished me ; 
Or, if my death can quench to you his rage, ' 

Heaven makes good use of my remaining age. 

Abdal I grieve your joys are mingled with my 
cares ; 
But all take interest in their own affairs ; 
And, therefore, I must ask how mine proceed. 

Selin, They now are ripe, and but your presence 
need: 
For Lyndaraxa, faithless as the wind. 
Yet to your better fortunes will be kind ; 
For, hearing that the Christians own your cause, 
From thence the assurance of a throne she draws. 
And since Almanzor, whom she most did fear, 
Is gone, she to no treaty will give ear; 
But sent me her unkindness to excuse. 

AbdaL You much surprise me with your pleasing 
news. 

Selin. 'Rwtj sir, she hourly does the assault expect, 
And must be lost if you her aid neglect ; 
For Abdelmelech loudly does declare. 
He'll use the last extremities of war, 
If she refuse the fortress to resign. 

Abdal The charge of hastening this relief be mine. 

Selin. This while I undertook, whether beset, 
Or else by chance, Abenamar I met ; 
Who seemed, in haste, returning to the town. 

Abdal. My love must in my diligence be shown. — 
And, [7b Arcos.] as my pledge of faith to Spain, 

this hour 
I'll put the fortress in your master's power. 
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Setin. An open Way from hence to it there lies, 
And we with ease may send in large supplies, 
Free from the shot and sallies of the town. 

D. Arcos. Permit me, sir, to share in your re- 
nown; 
First to my king I will impart the news, 
And then draw out what succours we shall use. 

[E.vit Duke of Ancos. 

AbdaL [Aside.'] Grant that she loves me not, at 
least I see 
She loves not others, if she loves not me. — 
Tis pleasure, when we reap the fruit of pain : 
Tis only pride, to be beloved again. 
How many are not loved, who think they are ! 
Yet all are willing to believe the fair ; 
And, though 'tis beauty's known and obvious cheat, 
Yet man's self-love still favours the deceit. 

{E<vit Abdal* 

Selin. Farewell, my children ! equally so dear. 
That I myself am to myself less near : 
While I repeat the dangers of the war. 
Your mutual safety be each other's care. 
Your father, Ozmyn, till the war be done. 
As much as honour will permit, I'll shun : 
If by his sword I perish, let him know 
It was, because I would not be his foe. 

Ozm. Goodness and virtue all your actions guides 
You only err in choosing of your side. 
That party I, with honour, cannot take ; 
But can much less the care of you forsake : 
I must not draw my sword against my prince, 
But yet may hold a shield in your defence. 
Benzayda, free from danger, here shall stay, 
And for a father and a lover pray. 
^ Benz. No, no ! I gave not on those terms^my 
heart, 
That from my Ozmyn I should ever part : 
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That love I vowed, when you did death attend, 
Tis just that nothing but my death should end* 
What merchant is it, who would stay behind, 
His whole stock ventured to the waves and wind? 
I'll pray for both, but both shall be in sight; 
And heaven shall hear me pray, and see you fight. 

Selin. No longer, Ozmyn, combat a design, 
Where so much love, and so much virtue join. 

Ozm. \To Benz.] Then conquer, and your con- 
quest happy be, 
Both to yourself* your father, and to me. — 
With bended knees our freedom well demand 
Of Isabel, and mighty Ferdinand : 
Then while the paths of honour we pursue. 
We'll interest heaven for us, in right of you* 

[Exemit* 

SCENE II,— The Albayzyn. 

An alarm within; then Soldiers running (wer the 
stage. Enter Abdelmelech, victorious^ with 
Soldiers. 

Abdelm. Tis won, 'tis won ! and Lyndaraxa, now. 
Who scorned to treat, shall to a conquest bow. 
To every sword I free commission give; 
Fall on, my friends, and let no rebel live. 
Spare only Lyndaraxa; let her be 
In triumph led, to grace my victory. 
Since by her falsehood she betrayed my Idve, 
Great as that falsehood my revenge shall prove.—* 

Enter Lyndaraxa, asfrightenedy attended by 
women. 

Go, take the enchantress, bring her to me bound f * 
Lyndar. Force needs not, where resistance is no* 
found : 
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1 come, myself, to offer you my hands; 
And, of my own accord, invite your bands. 
I wished to be my Abdelmelech's slave; 
I did but wish, — and easy fortune gave. 

Abdelm. O, more than woman false! — but 'tis in 
vain. — 
Can you ere hope to be believed again? 
Ill sooner trust the hysena, than your smile ; 
Or, than your tears, the weeping crocodile. 
In war and love none should be twice deceived ; 
The fault is mine if you are now believed. 

Lyndar. Be overwise, then, and too late repent; 
Your crime will carry its own punishment. 
I am well pleased not to be justified; 
I owe no satisfaction to your pride. 
It will be more advantage to my fame, 
To have it said, I never owned a flame. 

Abdelm. Tis true, itiy pride has satisfied itself: 
I have at length escaped the deadly shelf* 
The excuses you prepare will be in vain, 
Till I am fool enough to love again* 

Lyndar. Am I not loved? 

Abdelm. I must with shame avow, 
I loved you once ; — but do not love you now. 

Lyndar. Have I for this betrayed Abdalla's trust? 
You are to me, as I to him, unjust. [Angrily. 

Abdelm. Tis like you have done much for love 
of me, 
Who kept the fortress of my enemy* 

Lyndar. Tis true, I took the fortress from his 
hand; 
But, since, have kept it in my own command. 

Abdelm. That act your foul ingratitude did sho\V. 

Lyndar. You are the ungrateful, since 'twas kept 
for you. 
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Abdelm. 'Twas kept indeed ; but not by your in- 
tent: 
For all your kindness I may thank the event. 
Blush, Lynclaraxa, for so gross a cheat ; 
'Twas kept for me, — ^when you refused to treat! 

{Ironically . 
Lyndar. Blind man ! I knew the weakness of the. 
place : 
It was my plot to do your- arms this grace. 
Had not my care of your renown been great, 
I loved enough to offer you to treat. 
She, who is loved, must little lets create ; 
But you bold lovers are to force your fate. 
This force, you used, my maiden blush will save; 
You seemed to take, wnat secretly I gave. 
I knew we must be conquered ; but I knew 
What confidence I might repose in you. 
I knew, you were too grateml to expose 
My friends, and soldiers, to be used like foes. 
Abdelm, Well, though I love you not, their lives? 
shall be 
Spared out of pity and humanity. — 
Alferez, \To a Soldier,] go, and let the slaughter cease. 

[Exit the Alferez. 
Lyndar. Then must I to your pity owe my peace? 
Is that the tenderest term you can afford ? 
Time was, you would have used another word. 
Abdelm. Then, for your beaiity I your soldiers 
spare: 
For, though I do not love you, you are fair. 

Lyndar. That little beauty why did heaven im- 
part, 
To please your eyes, but not to move your heart! 
I'll shroud this gorgon from all human view. 
And own no beauty, since it charms not you! 
Reverse your orders, and your sentence give ; 
My soldiers shall not from my beauty live. 
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Abdelm. TheUj from your friendship they their 
lives shall gain ; 

Tho' love be dead, yet friendship does remain. 
Lyndar. That friendship, which from withered 
love does shoot, 

Like the faint herbage on a rock, wants root. 

Love is a tender amity, refined : 

Grafted on friendship it exalts the kind. 

But when the graff no longer does remain, >, 

The dull stock lives, but never bears again. 

Abdelm. Then, that my friendship may not doubt- 
ful prove, — 

Fool that I am to tell you so !— I love. 

You would extort this knowledge from my breast, 

And tortured me so long that I confest. 

Now I expect to suiFer for my sin ; 

My monarchy must end, and yours begin. 
Lyndar. Confess not love, but spare yourself that 
shame. 

And call your passion by some other name. 

Call this assault, your malice, or your hate; 

Love owns no acts so disproportionate. 

Love never taught this insolence you shew, 

To treat your mistress like a conquered foe. 

Is this the obedience which my heart should move! 

This usage looks more like a rape than love. 

Abdelm. What proof of duty would you I should 

give ? 
Lyndar. * 'Tis grace enough to let my subjects 
live! 

Let your rude soldiers keep possession still ; 

Spoil, rifle, pillage, — any thing but kill. 

In short, sir, use your fortune as you please ; 

Secure my castle, and my person seize ; 

Let your true men my rebels hence remove j 

I shall dream on, and think 'tis all your love ! 

.a ^ 
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Abdelnt. You know too well my weakness and 
yoiir power : 
Why did heaven make a fool a conqueror ! 
She was my slave, 'till she by me was shewn 
How weak my force was, and how strong her dwn. 
Now she has beat my power from every part, 
Made her way open to my naked heart : 

[To a Soldier. 
Go, strictly charge my soldiets to retreat : 
Those countermand who are not entered yet. 
On peril of your lives leave all things free^ 

{Emt Soldier. 
Now, madam, love Abdalla more than me. 
I only ask, in duty you would bring 
The keys of our Albayzyn to the king : 
I'll make your terms as gentle as you please. 

[Trumpets sound a charge xvithin, and soldiers shout. 
What shouts, and what new sounds of war are 
these ? 
lyndar. Fortune, I hope, has favoured my in- 
tent, [Aside. 
Of gaining time, and welcome succours sent. 

Enter the Alferez. 

Alferez. All's lost, and you are fatally deceived : 
The foe is entered, and the place relieved. 
Scarce from the walls had I drawn off my men, 
When, from their camp, the enemy rushed in, 
And prince Abdalla entered first the gate. 

Abdelm. I am betrayed, and find it now too late- 
When your proud soul to flatteries did descend, 

[To her, 
I might have known it did some iH portend. 
The weary seaman stormy weather tears. 
When winds shift often, and no cause appcars- 
You by my bounty live 
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Your brothers, too, were pardoned for my sake, 
And this return your gratitude does m^ake. 

Lyndar. My brothers best their own obligement' 
know; 
Without your charging me with what they owe. 
But, since you think the obligement is so great^ 
111 bring a friend to satisfy my debt. 

[Looking behind^ 
Abdelm. Thou shalt not triumph in thy base de- 
sign; 
Though not thy fort, thy person shall be mine. 
[He goes to take her^: She runs and cries out help. 

Enter Abdalxa, Duke of Arcos, and Spaniards. 
Abdelmelech retreats fightings and is pursued by 
the adverse party off the stage. The alarm within. 

Enter again Abdalla and the Duke g/* Arcos, with 
Lyndaraxa. 

. D. Arcos. Bold Abdelmelech twice our Spaniards 
faced. 
Though mudi out-numbered ; and retreated last. 
Abdal Your beauty, as it moves no common fire, 

[7b Lyndaraxa. 
So it no common courage can inspire. 
As he fought well, so had he prospered too, 
If, madam, he, like me, had fought for you. 
Lyndar. Fortune, at last, has chosen with my 
eyes; 
And, where I would have given it, placed the prize* 
You see, sir, with what hardship I have kept 
This precious gage, which in my hands you left. 
But 'twas the love of you which made me fight/ 
And gave me courage to maintain your right. 
Now, by experience, you my faith may find. 
And are to thank me that I seemed unkind. 
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When your malicious fortune doomed your fall, 
My care restrained you then from losing all; 
Against your destiny I shut the gate, 
And gathered up the shipwrecks of your fate;- 
I, like a friend, did even yourself withstand, 
From throwing all upon a losing hand. 
, Abdal. My love makes all your acts unquestion- 
ed go, 
And sets a sovereign stamp on all you do. 
Your love I will believe with hood-winked eyes ; — 
In faith, much merit in much blindness lies. 
But now, to make you great. as you are fair, 
The Spaniards an imperial crown prepare. 

Lyndar. That gift's more welcome, which with 
you I share. 
Let us no time in fruitless courtship lose, 
But sally out upon our frighted foes. 
No ornaments of power so please my eyes. 
As purple, which the blood of princes dies. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IIL—Tlie Alhambra. 

BoABDELiN, Abenamar, Almahide, and Guards^ 
8^0. The Queen wearing a scarf. 

Aben. My little journey has successful been^ 
The fierce Almanzor will obey the queen. 
I found him, like Achilles on the shore. 
Pensive, complaining much, but threatening more ; 
And, like that injured Greek, he heard our woes. 
Which, while I told, a gloomy smile arose 
From his bent brows : And still, the more he 

heard, 
A more severe and sullen joy appeared. 
But, when he knew we to despair were driven, 
Betwixt his teeth he muttered thanks to heaven. 
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Boab. How I disdain this aid ! which I must take, 
Not for my own, but Almahide's sake. 

Aben. But when he heard it was the queen who 
sent, 
That her command repealed his banishment, 
He took the summons with a greedy joy. 
And asked me how she would his sword employ : 
Then bid me say, her humblest slave would come, 
From her fair mouth with joy to take his doom. 

Boab. Oh that I had not sent you ! though it cost 
My crown ! though I, and it, and all were lost ! 

Aben. While I, to bring this news, came on before, 
I met with Selin 

Boab. I can hear no more. 

Enter Hamet. 

Hamet. Almanzor is already at the gate, 
And throngs of people on his entrance wait. 

Boab. Thy news does all my faculties surprise ; 
He bears two basilisks in those fierce eyes ; 
And that tame daemon, which should guard my 

throne. 
Shrinks at a genius greater than his own. 

[Exit Boab. with Aben. and Guards. 

Enter Almanzor; seeing Almahide approach hifn, 
he speaks. 

Almanz. So Venus moves, when to the Thunderer, 
In smiles or tears, she would some suit prefer; 
When with her cestus girt. 
And drawn by doves, she cuts the liquid skies, 
And kindles gentle fires where er she flies : 
To every eye a goddess is confest, 
By all the heavenly nation she is blest, 
And each with secret joy admits her to his breast. — 
Madam, your new commands I come to know. 
If yet you can have any where I go. . 

[7b her bowing. 
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If to the regions of the dead they be, 

You take the speediest course to send by me. 

Almah. Heaven has not destined you so soon to 
rest: 
Jieroes must live to succour the distrest. 

Almanz. To serve such beauty all mankind should 
live ; 
And, in our service, our revirard you give. 
But stay me not iii torture, to behold 
And ne'er enjoy. As from another's gold 
. The miser hastens, in his own defence. 
And shuns the sight of tempting e^icellencc ; 
So, having seen you once so killing fair, 
A second sight were but to move despair. 
I take my eyes from what too much wtnild please. 
As men in fevers famish their disease. 

Almah. No; you may find your cure an easier 
way. 
If you are pleased to seek it, — in your stay. 
All objects lose by too familiar view, 
When that great charm is gone, of being new ; 
By often seeing me, you soon will find 
Defects so many, in my face and mind, - 
That to be freed from love you need not doubt; 
And, as you looked it in, youll look it out. 

Almanz. I rather, like weak armies, should re^ 
treat, 
And so prevent my more entire defeat. 
For your own sake in quiet let me go ; 
Press not too far on a despairing foe : 
I may turn back, and armed against you move, 
With all the furious train of hopeless love. 

Almah. Your honour cannot to ill thoughts give 
way, 
^nd mine can run no hazard by your stay. 

Almanz. Do you then think I can with patience 
see 
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That sovereign good possessed, and not by me? 
No ; I all day shall languish at the sight, 
And rave on what I do not see all night; 
My quick imagination will present 
The scenes and images of your content. 

Almah. These are th^ day-dreams which wild 
fancy yields, 
Empty as shadows are, that fly o er fields. 
Oh, whither would this boundless fancy move ! 
'Tis but the raging cale^ture of love. 
Like a distracted passengpr you stand, 
And sec, in seas, imaginary land, 
Cool groves, and floweiy meads; and while you 

thi:r^k 
To walk, plunge in, and wonder that you sink. 

Almanz. Love's calenture too well I understand; 
But sure your beauty is no fairy*land ! 
Of your own form a judge you cannot be ; 
For, glow-worm like, you shine, and do not see. 

Almah. Can you think this, and would you gQ 
away? 

Almanz. What recompense attends me, if I stay? 

Almah. You know 1 am from recompence dcr 
barred. 
But I will grant your merit a reward ; 
Your flame s too noble to deserve a cheat. 
And I too plain to practise a deceit. 
i no return of love can ever make, 
But what I ask is for my husband's sake; ^ 

He, I confess, has been ungrateful too. 
But he and I are ruined if you go : 
Your virtue to the hardest proof I bring ; — 
Unbribed, preserve a mistress and a king. 

Almanz. I'll stop at nothing that appears so brave ^ 
I'll do't, and now I no regard will have. 
You've given my honour such an ample field, 
1" h^.t I may die, but that shall never yield. 
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Spite of myself 111 stay, fight, love, despair; 
And I can do all this, because I dare. 
Yet I may own one suit — 

That scarf, which, since by you it has been borne, 
Is blessed, like relicks which by saints were worn. 
Almah. Presents like this my virtue durst not 
make. 
But that 'tis given you for my husband's sake. 

[Gives the scarf. 
Almanz. This scarf to honourable rags I'll wear. 
As conquering soldiers tattered ensigns bear; 
But oh. how much my fortune I despise, 
Which gives me conquest, while she love denies ! 

[Ejceunt, 



ACT III. 
SCENE I.— The Alhambra. 

Enter Almahide and Esperanza, 

Esper. Affected modesty has much of pride ; 
That scarf he begged, you could not have denied; 
Nor does it shock the virtue of a wife, 
When given that man, to whom you owe your life. 

Almah. Heaven knows, from all intent of ill 'twas 
free. 
Yet it may feed my husband's jealousy ; 
And for that cause I wish it were not done. 

To them Boabdelin, and walks apart. 

See, where he comes, all pensive and alone ; 
A gloomy fury has o'erspread his face : 
'Tis so ! and all my fears are come to pass. 

Boab. Marriage, thou curse of love, and snare of 
life, [Aside. 
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That first debased a mistress to a wife ! 
Love, like a scene, at distance should appear, 
•But marriage views the gross-daubed landscape near. 
Love's nauseous cure! thou cloyest whom thou 

should'st please ; 
And, when thou cur'st, then thou art the disease. 
When hearts are loose, thy chain our bodies ties; 
Love couples friends, but marriage enemies. 
If love like mine continues after thee, 
Tis soon made sour, and turned by jealousy ; 
No sign of love in jealous men remains. 
But that which i^ick men have 6f life — their pains. 

Almah. Has my dear lord some new affliction 
had ? \JValking to Mm. 

Have I done any thing that makes him sad? 

BoeA. You ! nothing : You I But let me walk 
alone. 

Almah. I will not leave you till the cause be 
known : 
My knowledge of the ill may bring relief. 

Boab, Thank ye ; you never fail to cure my grief! 
Trouble me not, my grief concerns not you. 

Almah. While I nave life, I will your steps pursu(j. 

Boab. Fm out of humour now; yoii must not stay, 

Almah. I fear it is that scarf I gave away. 

Boab. No, 'tis not that; but speak of it no more : 
Go hence ! I am not what I was before. - 

Almah. Then I will make you sp ; give mg your 
hand! 
Can you this pressing and these teans withstand ? 

Boab. Oh heaven, were she but mine, or mine 
alone 1 [Sighing^ and going offfrmn her. 
Ah, why are not the hearts of women known ! 
False women to new joys unseen can move ; 
There are no prints left in the paths of love, 

VP;.. IV, JL 
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All goods besides by public marks are known ; 
But what we most desire to keep, has none. 

Almah. Why will you in your breast your pas- 
sion crpwd^ [Approaching him. 
Like unborn thunder rolling in a cloud? 
Torment not your poor heart, but set it free, 
And rather let its mry break on me. 
I am not married to a god ; I know, 
Men must have passions, and can bear from you. 
I fear the unlucky present I have made !. 

Boab. O power of guilt! how conscience can up- 
braid! 
It forces her not only to reveal, 
But to repeat what she would most conceal ! 

Almah. Can sucha toy, and given in public too-r- 

Boab. False woman, you contrived it should be 
so. 
That public gift in private was designed 
The emblem of the love you meant to bind. 
Hence from my sight, ungrateful as thou art t . 
And, when I can. 111 banish thee my heart. 

[Sht wetps. 

To them Almanzor wearing the Scarf. He ^ees her 



Almanz, What precious drops are those, 
Which silently each other's track pursue, 
Bright as young diamonds in their infant dew ? 
Your lustre you should free from tears maintain, 
Like Egypt, rich without the help of rain. 
Now cursed be he who gave this cause of grief > 
And double cursed, who does not gi\^ rehef ! 

Almah. Our common fmrs, and public miseries^ 
Have drawn these tears from my afflicted eyes* 

Almanz. Madam, I cannot easily believe 
It is for any public cause you grieve. 
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On your fair face the marks of sorrow lie; 
But I read fuiy in your husband's eye : 
And, in that pajssion, I too plainly find 
That you're unhappy, and that he's unkind. 

Almah. Not new-made mothers greater love ex- 
press 
Than he, when with first looks their babes they 

bless ; 
Not Heaven is more to dying maityrs kind, 
Nor guardian angels to their charge assigned. 

Boab. O goodness counterfeited to the life ! 
O the well-acted virtue of a wife ! 
Would you with this my just suspicions blind ? 
You've given me great occasion to be kind ! 
The marks, too, of your spotless love appear; 
Witness the badge of my dishonour there. 

{Pointing to Almanzor's scarf. 

Almanz. Unworthy owner of a gem so rare ! 
Heavens ! why must he possess, and I despair ? 
Why is this miser doomed to all this store ; 
He, who lias all, and yet believes he's poor? 

Almah. [to Almanz.] You're much too bold, to 
blame a jealousy 
So kind in him, and so desired by me. 
The faith of wives would unrewarded prove, 
Without those just observers of our love. 
The greater care the higher passion shows ; 
We hold that dearest we most fear to lose. 
Distrust in lovers is too warm a sun,. 
But yet 'tis night in love when that is gone; 
And in those climes which most his scorching know, 
He makes the noblest fruits and metals grow^ 

Almanz. Yes; there are mines of treasure in your 
breast, 
Seen by that jealous sun, but not possest. 
He; like a devil, among the blest above, 
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Can take no pleasure in your heaven of love. 
Go, take her; and thy causeless fears remove; 

[To the King. 
Love her so well, that I with rage may die : 
Dull husbands have no right to jealousy: 
If that's allowed, it must in lovers be. 
. Boab. The succour,which thou bring'st me,. makes 
thee bold : 
But know, without thy aid, my crown 111 hold; 
Or, if I cannot, I will fire the place. 
Of a full city make a naked space. 
Hence, then, and from a rival set me free j^ 
111 do. 111 suffer any thing but thee. 

Almanz. I wonnot go ; 111 not be forced away : . 
I came not foi- thy sake ; nor do I stay. 
It was the queen who for my aid did send; 
And 'tis I only can the queen defend : 
I, for her sake, thy sceptre will maintain; 
And thou, by me, in spite of thee, shalt reign. 

Boab. Had I but hope I could defend this place 
Three days, thou should'st not live to my disgrace 
So small a time ; 

Might I possess my Almahide alone, 
I would live ages out ere they were gone. 
I should not be of love or life bereft ; 
All should be spent before, and nothing left. 

Almab.^ [to Boab.] A^s for your sake I for Almanzor 
sent, 
So, when you please, he goes to banishment. 
You shall, at last, my loyalty approve : 
I will refuse no trial of my love. 

Boab, How can I think you love me, while I sec 
That trophy of a rival's victory ? 
Ill tear it from his side. 

Almanz. Ill hold it fast 
As life, and when life's gone, 111 hpld this lasti 
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And if thou tak'st it after I am slain, 
ni send my ghost to fetch it back again. 

Almdh. When I bestowed that scarf, I had not 
thought, 
Or not considered it might be a fault ; 
But, since my lord's displeased that I should make 
So small a present, I command it back. 
Without delay the unlucky gift restore ; 
Or, from this minute, never see me more. 

Almanz. The shock of such a curse I dare not stand : 
[Pulling it off hastily, and presenting it to her. 
Thus I obey your absolute command. 

[She gi*ces it to (he King. 
Must hie the spoils of scom'd AlmanzOr A^ear? — 
MayTumus' fate be thine, who dared to bear 
The belt of murdered Pallas ! frdm afar 
Mayest thou be known, and be the mark of war ! 
live, just to see it from thy shoulders torn 
Ry common hands, and by some coward worn* 

[An alarm within. 

Enter Abdelmelech, Zul£ma, Hamet, Abena 
mar; their szvords df*awn. 

Abdelm. Is this a time for discord or for grief? 
We perish, sir, without your quick relief. 
I have been fooled, and am unfortunate ; 
The foes pureue their fortune and our fat^. 

Zul. The rebels with the Spaniards are agreed. 

Boab. Take breath; my guards shall to the fight 
' succeed. 

Aben. [to Almanzor*] Why stay you, sir? the 
conquering foe is near : 
Give us their courage, and give them our fear. 

Hamet. Take arms, or we must perish in your sight 

Almanz. I care not: perish: for I will not fight* 
I Wonnot lift an arm in his defence : . 
And yet I wonnot stir one foot from hence* 
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I to your king's defence his town resign ; 
This only spot, whereon I stand, is mine. — 
Madam, be safe, and lay aside your fear, 

[;ro the Queen. 
You are as in a magic circle here. 

Boab. To our own valour our success we'll owe. 
Haste, Hamet, with Abenamar to go ; 
You two draw up, with all the speed you may, 
Our last reserves, and yet redeem the day. 

[Ei'eunt Hamet and Abenamar one tvaj/y the 
King the others with Abdexmelech, ^c. 
Alarm within. 

Enter Abdelmelech^ his sword drawn. 

Abdelm. Granada is no more! the unhappy king 
Venturing too far, ere we could succour bnng, 
Was by the duke of Arcos prisoner made, 
And, past relief, is to the fort conveyed. 

Almanz. Heaven, thou art just! go, now despise 
my aid. 

Almah. Unkind Almanzor, how am I betrayed ! 
Betrayed by him in whom I trusted most ! 
But I will ne'er outlive what I have lost. 
Is this your succour, this your boasted love ! 
I will accuse you to the saints above ! 
Almanzor vowed he would for honour fight, 
And lets my husband perish in my sight. 

\Exeunt AiMA^HiD'E. fljwrf Esperanza, 

Almanz. Oh, I have erred; but fury made me 
blind ; 
And, in her just reproach, my fault I find ! 
I promised even for him to fight, whom I — 
But since he's loved by her, he must not die* 
Thus, happy fortune comes to me in vain, 
When I myself must rain it again. 
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To him Abenamar, Hamet, Abdelmelech, Zule- 
MA, Soldiers. 

A ben. The foe has entered the Vermillion towers; 
And nothing but the Alhambra now is ours. 

Almanz. Even that's too much, except we may 
--^ave more; 
You lost it all to that last stake before. 
Fate, now come back; thou canst not farther get; 
The bounds of thy libration here are set. 
Thou know'st this place, 

And, like a clock wound up, strik'st here for me; 
Now, Chance, assert thy own inconstancy. 
And, Fortune, fight, that thou may'st Fortune be! — • 
They come : here, favoured by the narrow place, 

[A noise mthim 
I can, with few, their gross battalion face. 
By the dead wall, you, Abdelmelech, wind ; 
Then charge, and their retreat cut off behind. 

{Exeunt. 
[An alarm within. 

Enter Almanzor and his Party, with Abdalla 
prisoner. 

Almanz. You were my friend : and to that name 
I owe [TbABDAL. 

The just regard, which you refused to show. 
Your liberty I frankly would restore, 
But honour now forbids me to do more. 
Yet, sir, your freedom in your choice shall be. 
When you command to set your brother free. 

AbdaL The exchange, which you propose^ with 
joy I take; 
An offer easier than my hopes could make. 
Your benefits revenge my crimes to you, 
For I my shame in tbj^t bright rairiror vi«w. 
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Almanz. No more; you give me thanks you do, - 
not owe : . . 

I have been faulty, and repent me now. 
But, though our penitence a virtue be, 
Mean souls alone repent in misery ; 
The brave own faults when good success is given, 
For then they come on equal terlns to heaven. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE it-^The Albayzyn. 

Enter Ozmyn and Benzayda. 

Benz. I see there's somewhat which you fear to 
tell; 
Speak quickly, Ozmyn, is my father well? 
Why cross you thus your arms, and shake your head ? 
Kill me at once, and tell me he is dead. 

Ozm. 1 know not more than you; but fear not 
less J 
Twice sinking, twice 1 drew him from the press : 
But the victorious foe pursued so fast, 
That flying throngs divided us at kst. 
As seanieh parting in a general wreck, 
When first the loosening planks begin to crack; 
Each catches one, and straight are far disjoined,. 
Some borne by tides, and otners by the wind; 
So, in thi» ruin, from each other rent, 
With heaved-up hands we mutual faraw^ells sent : 
Methought his eyes, when just I lost nis view,. 
Were looking blessings to be sent to you. 

Benz. Blind queen of Chance, to lovers too se-» 
. vere. 
Thou rulest mankind, but art a tyrant there! 
Thy widest empire s in a lover s breast : 
Like open seas, we seldom are at rest. 
Upon thy coasts our wealth is daily cast; 
And thou, like pirates, mak'st no peace to last^ 
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To them Lyndarax'a, Duke of Ancos, and Guards* 

D. Arcos. We were surprised when least we did 
suspect, 
And justly suffered by our own neglect 

Lyndar. No ; none, but I have reason to com- 
plain! 
So near d kingdom, yet 'tis lost again ! 
O, how unequally in me were joined 
A creeping fortune, with a soaring mind ! 
lottery of fate ! where still the wise 
Draw blanks of fortune, and the fools the prize ! 
These cross, ill-shuffled lots from heaven are sent^ 
Yet dull Religion teaches us content; 
But when we ask it where the blessing dwells, 
It points to pedant colleges, and cells ; 
There shows it rude, and in a homely dress, 
And that proud Want mistakes for happinfess. 

[A trumpet within. 

JEnter 2u1£ma. 

Brother ! what strange adventure brought yoti here? 
Zul. The news I bring will yet more strange ap- 
' pear. 
The little care you of mf life did show^ 
Has of a brother justlv made a foe ; 
And Abdelmelech, who that life did save. 
As justly has deserved that life he gave. 

Lyndar. Your business cools, while tediously it 
stays 
On the low theme of Abdelmelech's praise. 

Zul. This I present from Prince Abdalla's hands. 
[Delivers a letter^ which she reads* 
Lyndar. He has proposed, (to free him from his 
bands) . 

That, with his brother, an exchange be made. 
D. Arcos. It proves the same design which we 
had laid. 
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Before the castle let a bar be set; . 
And when the captives on each side are met, 
With equal numbers ^hosen for their guard, . 
Just at the time the passage is unbarred, 
Let both at once advance, at once be .free. 

Lyndar. The exchange I will myself in person 
see. 

Benz. I fear to ask, yet would from doubt be 
freed, — 
Is Selin captive, sir, or is he dead? 

ZuL I gideve to tell you what you needs must 
know, — 
He is a prisoner to his greatest foe ; 
Kept with strong guards in the Alhambra tower; 
Without the reach even of Alman2or's power. 

Ozm. With grief and shame I am at once op- 
prest. 

Zul You will be more, when I relate the rest. 
To you I froni Abenamar am sent, \To Ozmyn. 
And you alone can Selin's death prevent. 
Give up yourself a prisoner in his stead; 
Or,, ere to-morrow's dawn, believe him dead. 

Benz. Ere that appear, Fshall expire with grief. 

ZuL Your action swift, your counsel must be 
brief. 

Lyndar. While for Abdalla's freedom we prepare, 
You in each other s breast unload your care. 

[Exmni all but Ozmtn and Benzatda- 

Benz. My wishes contradictions must imply; 
You must not go; and yet he must not die. 
Your reason may, perhaps, the extremes unite ; 
But there's a mist of fate before my sight. 

Ozm. The two extremes too distant are, to close; 
And human wit can no mid way propose. 
My duty therefore shows the nearest way 
To free your fkther, and my own obey. 
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Benz. Your father, whom, since yours, I grieve 
to blame, 
Has lost, or quite forgot, a parent's name; 
And, when at once possessed of him and you. 
Instead of freeing one, will murder two. 

Ozm. Fear not my life ; but suffer me to go : 
What cannot only sons with parents do ! 
Tis not my death my father does pursue ; 
He only would withdraw my love from you. 

Benz. Now, Ozmyn, now your want of love I see ; 
For would you go, and hazard losing me? 

Ozm. I rather would ten thousand lives forsake ; 
Nor can you e'er believe the doubt you make. 
This night I with a chosen band will go, 
And, by surprise, will free him from the foe. 

Benz. Wnat foe ! ah whither would your virtue 
fall! < 
It is your father whom the foe you call. 
Darkness and i-age will no distinction make, 
And yours may perish for my father s sake. 

Ozm. Thus, when my weaker virtue goes astray, 
Yours pulls it back, and guides me in the way : 
I'll send him word, my being shall depend 
On Selin's life, and with his death shall ejidv 

Benz. Tis that, indeed, would glut your father's 
rage: 
Revenge on Ozmyn s youth, and Selin's age. 

Ozm. Whate'er I plot, like Sysiphus, in vain 
I heave a stone, that tumbles down again. 

Benz. This glorious work is then reserved for me: 
He is my father, and I'll set him free. 
Tliese chains my father for my sake does wear: 
I made the fault; and I the pains will bear. 

Ozm. Yes; you no doubt have merited these 
pains ; 
Those hands, those tender limbs, were made for 
chains ! 
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Did I not love you, yet it were too base 
To let a 'lady suffer in my place. 
Those proofs of virtue you before did show, 
I did admire; but I must envy now. 
Your vast ambition leaves no fame for me, 
But grasps at universal monarchy. 

Benz. Yes, Ozmyn, I shall still this palm pursue; 
I will not yield my glory even to you. 
I'll break those bonds in which my father s tied, 
Or, if I cannot break them, I'll divide; 
What, though my limbs a woman s weakness showy 
I have a soul as masculine as you ; 
And when these limbs want strength my chains to 

wear, 
My mind shall teach my body how to bear. 

[Esit Benz* 

Ozm. What I resolve, I must not let her know; 
But honour has decreed she must not go. 
What she resolves, I must prevent with care ; 
She shall not in my fame or danger share. 
I'll give strict order to the guards which wait, 
That, when she comes, she shall not pass the gate. 
Fortune, at last, has run me out of breath; 
I have no refuge but the arms of death : 
To that dark sanctuary I will go; 
She cannot reach me when I lie so low. [Ea:ih 



SCENE 111.— The Albayzyn; 

Enter, on one side^ Almanzor, Abdalla, Abdel-* 
MELECH, Zulema, Hamet. On the other side^ 

the Duke of ArCOS, BoABDELIN, LYNDARAXAy 

und their Party. After which the bars are opened; 
and at. the same time Boabdelin fl/irf Abdalla 
pass by each other y each to his Party ; when K^^ 
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BALLA is passed on the other side^ the Duke of Afij 
cos approaches the bars, and calls to Aluajuzor. 

D. Arcos. The hatred of the brave with battle3 
ends, 
And foes, who fought for honour, then are friends, 
I love thee, brave Almanzor, and am proud 
To have one hour when love may be allowed. 
This hand, in sign of that esteem, I plight; 
We shall have angry hours enough to fight. 

[Giving his hand^ 

Almanz. The man who dares, like you, in fields 
appear. 
And meet my sword, shall be my mistress here, 
If I am proud, 'tis only to my foes ; 
Rough but to such who virtue would oppose. 
If I some fierceness from a father drew, 
A mother's milk gives me some softness too. 

D. Areas. Since fir^t you took, and after set m? 
free, 
(Whether a sense of gratitude it be, 
Or some more secret motion of my mind, 
JFor which I want a name that's mor« than kind) 
I shall be glad, by whate'er means I can. 
To get the friendship of so brave a man; 
And would your unavailing valour call. 
From aiding those whom heaven has doomed to fall. 
We owe you that respect, 
Which to the gods of foes besieged was shovrn, 
To call you out before we take your town. 

Almanz. Those whom we lov^, we should estee^^ 
them too, , 

And not. debauch that virtue which we woo. 
Yet, though you give my honour just offence, 
I'll take your kindness in the better sense; 
And, since you for my safety seem to fear, 
I, to return your bribe, should wish you here^ 
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But, since I love, you more than you do me, 

In all events presci've your honour free ; 

For that's your own, though not your destiny. 

Z), Arcos. Were you obliged in honour by a trust, 
1 should not think my own proposals just; 
Rut since you fight for an unthankful king, 
What loss of fame can change of parties bring? 

Almanz. It will, and may with justice too be 
thought, 
That some advantage in that change I sought. 
And though I twice have changed for wrongs re- 
ceived, 
That it was done for profit none believed. 
The king's ingratitude I knew before ; 
So that can be no cause of changing more. 
If now I stand, when no reward can be, 
Twill show the fia,ult before was not in me. 

Z). Arcos. Yet there is a reward to valour due, 
And such it is as may be sought by you ; 
That beauteous queen, whom you can never gain, 
While you secure her husband's life and reign. 

Almanz. Then be it so ; let me have no return 
[Here Lyndaraxa comes near, and hears tkem^ 
From him but hatred, and from her but scorn. 
There is this comfort in a noble fate. 
That I deserve to be more fortunate. 
You have my last resolve ; and now, farewell : 
My boding heart some mischief does foretell; 
But what it is, heaven will not let me know. 
I'm sad to death, that I must be your foe. 

D. Arcos. Heaven, when we meet, if fatal it must 
be 
To one, spare him, and cast the lot on me. 

[Thof retire. 

Lyndar. Ah, what a noble conquest were this 
heart ! 
I am resolved I'll try my utmost art; - 
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In gaining him, I gain that fortune too, 

Which he has wedded, and which I but Woo. 

ril try eax^h secret passage to his mind. 

And love's soft bands about Ms heart-strings wind. 

Not his vowed constancy shall ^scapc my snare ; 

While he without resistance docs prepare^ 

I'll melt intoibim ere his love's aware. 

[She makes a gestisrt of im&itation ^o Alm anzor, 
; : fi^ko returns again. 

lyndar. You see, sir, to how. strange a remedy 
A persecuted liviid is forced to fly : . . > ^ . 
Who, much distressed^ yet scarce has coinfidence • ' 
To make your noble pity; her ^defence. . - * 

Almanz. Beauty, like yonrs,. cati no . protection 

"' - need; • ■/."■•. ■ '- . ' 
Or, if it sue% is certain to succeed. 
To whatc er servioe you ordain my hand, 
Name your request, and call it your command. 

Lyndar. You cannot^ sir, but know, that my ill 
fate 
Has made me loved with all the effects of hate : 
One lover would, by force, my person gain ; 
Which one, as guilty, would by force detain. 
Rash Abdelmelech's love I cannot prize, 
And fond Abdalla's passion I despise. 
As you iiM brave, so you are prudent too ; 
Advise a wretched woman what to do. 

Almanz. Have courage, fair one, put your trust 
in me ; 
You shall, at least, from those you hate, be free. 
Reagn your castle to the king's command. 
And leave your love concernments in my hand. 

Lyndar. The king, like them> is :fierce, and faith- 
less too; 
How can I truist him who has injured you? 
Keep for yourself, (and you caa grant no less) 
What you alone are worthy to possess. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



60 THE SECOND PART OF ACT III, 

Enter, brave sir ; for, when you speak the word, 
These gates will open of their own accord ; 
The genius of the place its lord will meet, 
And bend its tow'ry forehead to your feet. 
That tittle citadel, which now you see, 
Shall, then, the head of conquered nations be; 
And every turret, from your coming, rise 
The mother of some gre^t metropolis. , 

Almanz. Tis pity, words, which none but gods 

should hear, , 

Should lose their sweetness in a soldier s'ear ; 
I am not that Almanzor whom you praise ; 
But your fair mouth can fair ideas raise : — 
I am a wretch, to whom it is denied 
To accept, with honour, what I wish with pride ; 
And, since I fight not for myself, must bring 
The fruits of all my conquests to the king. 

Lyndar. Say rather to the queen, to whose fair 

name 
I know you vow the trophies of your fame. 
I hope she is as kind as she is fair ; 
Kinder than inexperienced virgins arc 
To their first loves ; (though she has loved before^ 
And that first innocence is now no more :) 
But, in revenge, she gives you all her heart, 
(For you are much too brave to take a part.) 
Though, blinded by a crown, she did not see 
Almanzor greater than a king could be, 
I hope her love repairs her ill-made choice : 
Almanzor cannot De deluded twice. 

Almanz. No, not deluded ; for none count their 

gains, 
•Who, like Almanzor, frankly give their pains. 

Lyndar. Almanzor, do not cheat yourself, nor me j 
Your love- is hot refined to that degree : . 
for, ^ince you have desires, and those not blest^ 
ypur love's uneasy, and at little rest. 
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Almanz. Tis true, my own unhappinciss I jsee ; 
But who, alas, can my physician be ? 
Love, like a lazy ague, I endure. 
Which fears the water, and abhors the cure. 

Lyndar. .Tis a consumption, which your life does 
waste, 
Still flattering you with hope, till hdp be past; 
But, since of cure from her you now despair. 
You, like consumptive men, should change your 

air: 
Love.somewhere else; 'tis a hard remedy, 
But yet you owe yourself so much, to try. 

Almanz. My love's now grown so much a part of 
me, ^ 

That life would, in the cure, endangered be : 
At least, it like a limb cut off would show ; 
And better die than like a cripple go. 

Lyndar. You must be brought like madmen to 
their cure, 
And darkness first, and next new bonds endure : 
Do you dark absence to yourself ordain, 
And I, in charity, will find the chain. 

Almanz. Love is that madness which all lovers 
have; 
But yet 'tis sweet and pleasing so to rave : 
Tis an enchantment, where the reason's bound; 
But Paradise is in the enchanted ground; 
A palace, void of envy, qares and strife. 
Where gentle hours delude so mtich of life. 
To take those charms away, and set me free. 
Is but to send me into misery; 
And prudence, of whose cure so much you boast, 
Restores those pains, which that sweet folly lost. 

Lyndar. I would not, Uke philosophers, remove, 
But show you a more pleasing shape of love. 
You a sad, sullen, froward love did see ; 
J'U show him kind, and foil of gaiety. 

VOL. IV. L 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



402 tHfi SECOND PAET Olf Adt 111* 

Iff short, Almanzor, it shall be my care 
To show you love ; for you but saw despair. 

Abna)2z. I, in the shape of love, despair did see ; 
.You, in his shape, would show inconstancy. 

Lyndar. There's no such thing as constancy you 
call ; 
Faith ties riot hearts; 'tis inclination all. 
Some wit deformed, or beauty much decayed, 
First constancy in love a virtue made. 
From friendship they that land-mark did remove, 
And falsely placed it on the bounds of love. 
Let the effects of change be only tried ; 
Court me, in jest, and call me Almahide : 
But this is only counsel I impart, 
For I, perhaps, should not receive your heart. 

Almanz. Fair though you are 
As summer mornings, and your eyes more bright 
Than stars that twinkle in a winter s night ; 
Though you have eloquence to warm and move 
Cold age, and praying hermits, into love ; 
Though Almahide with scorn rewards my care, — 
Yet, than to change, 'tis nobler to despair. 
My love's my soul ; and that from fate is free ; 
'Tis that unchanged and deathless part of me. 

Lyndar. The fate of constancy your love pursue ! 
Still to be faithful to what's false to you. 

[Turns from him, and goes off angrily^ 

Almanz. Ye gods, why are not hearts first paired 
above, 
But some still interfere in others' love ! 
Ere each for each by certain marks are knowri, 
You mould them up in haste, and drop them down j 
And, while we seek what carelessly you sort, 
You sit in state, and make our pains your sport. 

\Kxmnt on both sidef* 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 

Enter Abenamar, and Soldier. 

Aben. Haste and conduct the prisoner to iny 
sight. 

[Exit Soldier, and ijumediately enters with Se- 
LiN bound. 
Aben. Did you, according to my orders, write? 

]7o Selik 
And have you summoned Ozmyn to appear? 

Selin. I am not yet so much a slave to fear. 
Nor has your son deserved so ill of me, 
That by his death or bonds I would be free, 

Aben. Against thy life thou dost the sentende 
give; 
Behold how short a time thou hast to live. 
Selin. Make haste, and draw the curtain while 
you may; 
You but shut out the twilight of my day. 
Beneath the. burden of my age I bend : 
You kindly ease me ere my journey's end. 

[To them a Soldier %vith Ozmyn ; Ozmyn 
kneels. 
Aben. to Selin. It is enough, my proipise makes 
you free ; 
Resign your bonds, and take your liberty. 

Ozm. Sir, you are just, and welcome are these 
bands ; 
^Tis all the inheritance a son demands. * 

Selin. Your goodness, O my Ozmyn, is too great; 
I am not weary of my fetters yet : 
Already, when you move me to resign, 
I feel them heavier on your feet than mine. 
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Enter another Soldier. 

Sold* A youth attends you in the outer room, 
Who seems in haste, and does from Ozmyn come. 
Aben. Conduct him in.-— 
Ozm. Sent from Benzayda, I fear, to me. ^ 

To them Benzayda, in the habit of a man. 

Benz. My Ozmyn here ! 

Ozm. Benzayda ! 'tis she ! — 
Go, youth, I have no business for thee here ; 
Go to the Albayzyn, and attend me there. 
I'll not be long away ; I pray thee go, 
By all our love and friendship 

Benz. Ozmyn, no: 
I did not take on me this bold disguise, 
For ends so low, to cheat your watchmen's eyes. 
When I attempted this, it was to do 
An action, to be envied even by you; 
But you, alas, have been too diligent, 
And what I purposed fatally prevent ! 
Those chains, which for my father I would beai> 
I take with less content to find you here ; 
Except your father will that mercy show, 
That I may wear them both for him and you, 

Aben. I thank thee, fortune! thou hast, in one 
hour. 
Put all 1 could have askpd thee in my power. 
My own lost wealth thou giv'st not only back, 
But driv'st upon my coast my pirate's wreck. 

Selin. With Ozmyn's kindness I was grieved be- 
fore. 
But yours, Benzayda, has undone me more. 

Aben. to a Soldier. Go fetch new fetters, and the 
daughter bind. . 

Ozm. Be just at least, sir, though you are not 
kind : 
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Baizayda is not as a prisoner brought, 
But comes to suffer for ^lother s ikult. 

yiben. Then, Ozmyn, mark, that justice which I 
do, 
I, as severely, will exact from you : 
The father is not wholly dead in me ; 
Or you may yet revive it, if it be. 
like tapers new blown out, the fumes remain, 
To catch the light, and bring it back again. 
Benzayda gave you life, and set you free ; 
For that, I will restore her liberty. 

Ozm. Sir, on my knees I thank you. 

Abm. Ozmyn, hold ; 
One part of what I purpose is untold : 
Consider, then, it on your part remains. 
When I have broke, not to resume your chains. 
Like an indulgent father, I have paid 
All debts, which you, my prodigal, have made. 
Now you are clear, break off your fond design, 
Renounce Benzayda, and be wholly mine* 
. Ozm. Are these the tenns? Is this the liberty? 
Ah, sir, how can you so inhuman be ? 
My duty to my Hfe I will prefer ; 
But life and duty must give place to her. 

A ben. Considei* what you say, for, with one breathy 
You disobey my will, and give her death. 

Ozm. Ah, cruel farfier, what do you propose 1 
Must I then kill Benzaj^ or must lose ? 
I can do neither ; in this wretched state, 
The least that I can suffer is your bate ; 
And yet that's worse than death : Even while I sue, 
And choose your hatred, I could die for you. 
Break quickly, heart, or let my blood be spilt 
By my own hand, to save a father s guilt. 

Benz. Hear me, my lord, and take this wretched 
life, 
To free you from the fear of Ozmyn s wife. 
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I beg but what with ease may granted be. 
To spare your son, and kill your enemy ; 
Or, if my death's a grace too great to give. 
Let me, my lord, without my Ozmyn live. 
Far from your sight and Ozmyn's let me go, 
And take from him a care, from you a foe. 

Ozni. How, my Benzayda ! can you thus resign 
That love, which you have vowed so firmly mine ? 
Can you leave me for life and liberty? ^ 

Benz. What I have done will show that I dare 
die; 
But 111 twice suffer death, and go away, . 
Rather than make you wretched by my stay : 
By this my fathers freedom will be won; 
And to your father I restore a son. 

Selin, Cease, cease, my children, your unhappy 
strife, 
Selin will not be ransomed by your life. 
Barbarian, thy old foe defies thy fage ; [7b /\^ben. 
Turn, from their youth, thy malice to my age. 

Benz* Forbear, dear father! for your Ozmyn's 
sake. 
Do not such words to Ozmyn's father speak. 

Ozm. Alas/ 'tis counterfeited rage ; he strives 
But to divert the danger from our lives : 
For I can witness, sir, and you might see, 
Ho\v in your persoii he considered me. 
He still declined the conabat where you were ; 
And you well know it was not out of fear. 

Benz. Alas, my lord, where can your vengeance^ 
.fall? . 

Your justice will not let it reach us all. 
Selin ^nd Ozmyn, both would sufferers be ; 
And punishment's a favour done to me. 
Jf we are foes, since you have power to kiH;^ 
Tis generous in you not to have the wiU ; 
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But, are we foes? Look round, my lord, and see; 
Point out that face which is your enemy. 
Would you your hand in Selins blood embrue? 
Kill him unarmed, who, arn^ed, shunned killing you? 
Am I your foe ? Since you detest my line. 
That hated namie of Zegry 1 resign : 
Tor you, benzaydg. will herself disclaim ; 
Call me your daughter, and forget my name. 

Selin, This virtue would even savages subdue; 
And shall it want the power to vanquish you? 

Ozm. It has, it has ; I read it in his eyes ; 
Tis now not anger, 'tis but shame denies ; 
A shame of eiTor, that great spirits find. 
Which keeps dovvn virtue struggling in the mind. 

Abm, Ves, I am vanquished! The fierce con-r 
flict's past. 
And shame itself is now o ercome at last. 
Twas long before my stubborn mind was won ; 
But, melting once, 1 on the sudden run ; 
Nor can I hold my headlong kindness more, 
Than 1 could curb my cruel rage before. 

[Runs to Benz., and embraces her. 
Benzayda, 'twas your virtue vanquished me ; 
That could ^lone surmount my cruelty- 

[Runs to Sei-in, and unbinds him. 
Forgive me, Selin, my neglect of you ; 
But men, just waking, scarce know what they do. 

Ozm. O father ! 

Benz. Father! 

Aben. Dare I own that name ! 
Speak, speak it often, to remove my shame. ' 

\They all embrace him. 
O^ Selin, O my children, let me go ! 
I have more kindness than I yet can show. 
Fioir my recovery I must shun your sight ; 
Ji^es used to darkness cannot bear the light. 

\He runs in^ they jollmtnng him. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



1 68 THE SECOND PART Ol' ACT IV. 



SCENE IL— The Albayzyn. 

Enter Almanzor, Abdelmelech, Soldkn. 

Almanz. 'Tis war agaiiii and I am glad 'tis so; 
Success shall now by force and courage go. 
Treaties are but the combat of the brain, 
Where still the stronger lose, and weaker gain- 

Abdebn. On this assault, brave sir> which we pre- 

J)are, 
s the sum and fortune of the war. 
Encamped without the fort the Spaniard lies, 
And may, in spite of us, send in supplies. 
Consider yet, ere we attack the place, 
What 'tis to storm it in an army s face. 

Almanz. The minds of heroes their own measures 
are, 
They stand exempted from the rules of war. 
One loose, one sally of the hero's soul, 
Does all the military art controul : 
While timorous wit goes round^ or foi-ds the shor^ 
He shoots the gulph, and is already o'er ; 
And, when the enthusiastic fit is spent, 
Looks back amazed at what he underwent. [Eseunt 

[An alarum within. 

Re-enter Almanzor and Abdelmelech, mth their 
, Soldiers. 

Abdelm. They fly, they fly; take breath and 

chaise again. 
Almanz. Make good your entrance, and bring up 
more men. 
I feared, brave friend, my aid had been too lat^. 
Abdelm. You drew us from the jaws of certain 
fate. 
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At my approach, 

The gate was open, and the draw-bridge down ; 

But, when they saw I stood, attd came not on, 

They charged with fuiy on my little band, 

Who, much overpowered, could scarce the shock 

withstand. 
Almanz. Ere night we shall the whole Albayzy^ 

gain. 
But see, the Spaniards march along the plain 
To -its relief; you, Abdelmelech, go, 
And force the rest, while I repulse the foe. 

[E.rit Almanzor. 

Enter Abdalla, and sontefew Soldiers, who seem 
fearful. 

AbdaL Turn, cowards, turn ! there is no hope iu 
flight; 
You yet may live, if you but dare to fight. 
Come, you brave few,, who only fear to fly, 
We're not enough to conquer, but to die. 

Abdelm. No, prince, that mean advantage I re- 
fuse; 
Tis in your power a nobler fate to choose. 
Since we aix? rivals, honour does command 
We should not die, but by each other s hand. 
'Retire ; and, if it prove my destiny \To his nten. 
To fall, I charge you let the prince go free. 

\The Soldiers depm^t on both sides^ 

AbdaL O, Abdelmelech, that I knew some Wy 
This debt of honour, which I owe, to pay ! 
But fate has left this only means for me, 
To die, and leave you Lyndaraxafree. 

Abdelm. He, who is vanquished and is slain, is 
blest \ 
The wretched conqueror can ne'er have rest; 
But is reserved a harder fate to prove. 
Bound in the fetters of dissembled love. 
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Abdal Now thou art base, and I deserve her 
more; 
Without complaint I will to death adore. 
Dar'st thou see faults, and yet dost love pretend ? 
I will even Lyndaraxa's crimes defend. 

Abdelm. Maintain her cause, then, better than 
thy own, — 
Than thy ill got, and worse defended throne. 

[Iheyji^htj Abdalla falls. 

Abdelm. Now ask your lire, 

Abdal Tis gone ; that busy thing, 
The soul, is packing up, and just on wing, 
Like parting swallows, when they, seek the spring: 
Like them, at its appoiiited time, it goes. 
And flies to countries more unknown than those. 

EnUr Lynda RAX A hastily ^ sees theniy and is going 
out again^ Abdelmelech stops her. 

Abdelm. No, you shall stay, and see a sacrifice, 
Not offered by my sword, but by your eyes. 
From those he first ambitious poison drew. 
And swelled to empire from the love of you. 
Accursed fair ! 

Thy comet-blaze portends a prince's fate ; 
And suffering subjects groan beneath thy weight, 

Abdal Cease, riv^l, cease ! 
I would have forced you, but it wonnot be; 
I beg you now, upbraid her not for me. 
You, fairest, to my memory be kind ! [7b Lyndar^ 
Ix)vers like me your sex will seldom find. 
When I usurped a crown for iove of you, 
J then did more, than, dying;, now I do, 
J'm still the same as when my love begun ; 
And, could I now this tate foresee or shun, 
Would yet do all I have already done. [Dies,' 

(She puts her handkerchief to h^r eves, 
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Abdelm. Weep on, weep on, for it becomes you 
now; 
These tejirs you to that love may well allow. 
His unrepenting soul, if it could move 
Upwai'd in crimes, flew spotted with your love ; 
And brought contagion to the blessed above. 

Lyndar. • He's gone, and peace go with a constant 
mind I 
His love deserved I should have been more kind ; 
But then your love and greater worth I knew : 
I was unjust to him, but just to you. / 

Abdelm. I was his enemy, and rival too, 
Yet I some tears to his misfortune owe : . 
You owe him more ; weep, then, and join with me: 
So much is due even to humanity. 

Lyndar. Weep for this wretch, whose memory I 
hate! 
Whose folly made us both unfortunate ! 
Weep for this fool, who did my laughter move ! 
Tliis whining,. tedious, heavy lump of love! 

Abdelm. Had fortune favoured him, and frowned 
on me, 
I then had been that heavy fool, not he: 
Just this had been my funeral elegy. 
Thy arts and falsehood I before did know, 
But this last baseness was concealed till now; 
And 'twas no more than needful to be known ; 
I could be cured by such an act alone. 
My love, half blasted, yet in time would shoot; 
But this last tempest rends it to the root. 

Lyndar. These little piques, which now youf 
anger move, ^ 

Will vanish, and are only signs of love. 
You've been too fierce ; and, at some other time, 
I should not with such ease forgive your crime \ 
But, in a 4ay of pubhc joy like this, 
J pardon, and forget whate'er s amiss. 
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Abdelm. These aits have oft prevailed, biit must 
no more : 
Tlie spell is ended, and the enchantment oer. 
You have at last destroyed, with much ado, 
That love, which none could have destroyed, but 

you- 
My love was blind to your deluding art ; 
But blind men feel, when stabbed so near the heart. 

Lyndar. I must confess there was some pity duej 
But I concealed it out of love to you. 

Abdelm. No, Lyndaraxa; 'tis at la&t too late : 
> Our loves have mingled with too much of fate. 
I would, but cannot now, myself deceive : 
O that you still could cheat, and I believe ! 

Lyndar. Do not so light a quarrel long pursue : 
You grieve your rival was less loved than you. 
Tis hard, when men of kindness must complain ! 

Abdelni. I'm now awake, and cannot dream again. 

Lyndar. Yet hear 

Abdebn. No more ; nothing my heart can bend : 
That queen, you scorned, you shall this night attend. 
Your life the king has pardoned for my sake ; 
But on your pride 1 some revenge must take. 
See now the effects of what your arts designed] 
Thank your inconstant and ambitious mind. 
'Tis just that she, who to no love is true, 
• Should be foreaken, and contemned, like you. 

Lyndar. All arts of injured women I will try ; 
First I will be revenged ; and then I'll die. 
But like some falling tower, 
Whose seeming firmness does the sight beguile, 
So hold I up my nodding head a while, 
Till they come under; and reserve my fall. 
That with my ruins I ma}?^ reach them all. 

Abddm. Conduct her hence. 

[Exit Lyndae. guarded. 
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Enter a Soldier. 

Sold. Almanzor is victorious without fight; 
The foes retreated when he came in sight. 
Under the walls, this night, his men are drawU) 
And mean to seek the Spaniard with the dawn. 

Abdelm. The sun s declined : 
Command the watch be set without delay, 
And in the fort let bold Benducarstay. — ' \Ejpit Sold. 
I'll haste to court, where solitude ill fly, 
And herd, like wounded deer, in company. 
But oh, how hard a passion to remove. 
When I must shun myself, to 'scape from love ! 

[Ea;iL 

SCENE 111.— A Gallery in the 4lhambra. 

ZULEMA, HaMET. 

Hamet. I thought your passion for the queen was 
dead, 
Or that your love had, with your hopes, been fled. 

ZuL Twas like a fire within a furnace pent : 
I smothered it, and kept it long from vent; 
But, fed with looks, and blown with sighs so fast, 
It broke a passage through my lips at last. 

Hamet. Where found you confidence your suit to 
move? 
Our broken fortunes are not fit to love. 
Well; you declared your love: — What followed 
then? 
Zul She looked as iudges do on guilty men, 
When big with fate they triumph in their dooms^ 
And smile before the deadly sentence comes. 
Silent I stood, as I were thunder-struck ; 
Condemned and executed with a look. 
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Harriet. You must, with haste, some remedy pre- 
pare : 
Now you are in, y(«i must break through the snare. 

ZuL She said, she would my folly yet conceal ; 
But vowed my next attempt she would reveaL 

Hornet. Tis dark;, and in this lonely gallery. 
Remote from noise, and shunning every eye, 
One hour each evening she in private mourns, 
And prays, and to the circle then returns. 

ZuL These lighted tapers show the time is nigh/ 
Perhaps my courtship will not be in vain : 
At least, few women will of force complain. 

At the other end of the Gallery^ enter Almanzor 
and EspERANZA. 

Hamet. Almanzor, and with him 
The favQurite slave of the sultana queen. 

ZuL Ere they approach, let us retire unseen, 
And watch our time when they return again : 
Then force shall give, if favour does deny ; 
And, that once done, we'll to the Spaniards fly. 

• [Exeunt Zul. and Hamet* 

Almanz. Now stand; the apE^rtment of the queen 
is near; 
And, from this place, your voice will reach her ear. 

[ESPERANZA goes OtU. 

SONG, IN TWO, PARTS. 
I. 

He. H(m unhappy a hver am L, 

While I sigh for my PhilUs in min ; 

All my hopes of delight 

Are another mans right. 
Who is happy ^ while lam in pain i 
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II. 

She. Since her honour aUaws no relief, 

But to pity the pains which you bear^ 
^Tis the best of your fate, , 
In a hopeless estate. 
To give oer, and betimes to despair. 

III. 

He. / haoe tried the false medicine in vain ; 

For I wish what I hope not to win: 
From ztiithouty my desire 
Has no food to itsjire; 

But it burns and consumes me within* 

IV. 

She. Yet, at least, 'tis a pleasure to know 
That you are not unhappy ahne: 
' . For the nymph you adore 
Is as wretched, and more; 
And counts all your sufferings her awm 

V. 

He* O ye gods, let me suffer for both ; 

At the feet of my Phyllis III lie.* 
I'll resign up my breath. 
And take pleasure in death. 
To be pitied by her when I die. 

VI. 

She. What her honour denied you in life, 

In her death she will give to your love. 

Such a fame as is true 

After fate will renesv, 
For the souls to meet closer above. 
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Enter Esperanza agairiy after the Song. 

Almanz. Accept this diamond, till I can present 
Something Bwre worthy my acknowledgement. 
And now farewell : I will attend, akme» 
Her Coming forth ; and make my stifferings known. 

[Esit Esperanza. 
A hollow wind comes whisthng through that door, 
And a cold shivering seizes me all o'er ; 
My teeth, too^ chatter with a sudden fright: — 
These ar^ the raptures of too fierce delight, 
The combat of the tyrants, hope and fear; 
Which hearts, for want of field-room, cannot bear, 
I grow impatient; — this, or that's the room : — 
I'll meet her ; — now, methinks, I hear her come. 
[He goes to the door ; the Ghost of his Mother 

meet^ him : He stifrts buck: The Ghost stands 

in the doer. 
Well may'st thou make thy boast, whate er thou art ! 
Thou art the first e'er made Almanzor start. 
My legs 

Shall bear me to thee in their own despite : 
I'll rush into the covert of thy night. 
And pull thee backward, by the shroud, to light; 
Or else I'll squeeze thee, like a bladder, tliere, 
And make thee groan thyself away to air^ 

[The GAoH retires. 
So, thou art gone ! Thou canst no conquest boast : 
I thought what was the courage of a ghost. — 
The grudging of my agne yet remains ; 
My bloody like icicles, hangs in my v6ins. 
And do^s not drop :— Be master of that door, 
We two will not disturb each other more. 
I erred a little, but extremes, may join ; 
That door was bell's, but this, is heaven's^and mine. 

[Goes to the other door, and is met again ^ the 
Ghost. 
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Again ! by heaven, I do conjure thee, speak ! 
What art thou, spirit? and what dost thou seek? . 
[The Ghost comes on softly after the cof^ura-^ 
turn ; andAhMATiizoK retires to the fmd(Ue 
of the stage. 

Ghost. I am the ghost of her who gave thee birth; 
The airy shadow of her mouldering earth. 
Love of thy father me through seas did guide; 
On seas I bore thee, and on seas I died; 
I died; and for my winding sheet a waVe 
I had, and all the ocean for my grave. 
But, when my soul to bliss did upward move, • 
I wandered round the crystal walls above ; 
But found the eternal fence so steeply high. 
That, when I mounted to the middle sky,^ 
I flagged, and fluttered down, and could not fly. 
Then, from the battlements of the heavenly tower, 
A watchman angel bid me wait this hour ; . 
And told me, I had yet a task assigned, 
To warn that little pledge I left behind ; 
And to divert him, ere it were too late, 
From crimes \inknown, and errors of his fate. 

Almanz. Speak, holy shade; thou parent-form, 
speak on! [Bowing. 

Instruct thy mortal-elemented son ; 
For here I wander, to myself unknown. 
But O, thou better part of heavenly air. 
Teach me, kind spint, since I'm still thy care, 
My parents' names : 
If I have yet a father, let me know 
To whose old age my humble youth must bow, 
And pay its duty, if he mortal be, : 
Or adoration, if a mind, like thee. 

Ghost. Then, what I may, 111 tell— 
From ancient blood thy father's lineage springs, 
Thy mother's thou deriv'st from stems of^ kings. 

VOL. IV. M 
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AXhri^tian born, and bom again that day, 
When sacred water washed thy sins away. 
Yetj, bred in errors, thou dort misemploy 
That strength heaven gare thee, and its flock de- 
stroy. 

AltHan&. By reason, man a godhead may discern. 
But how he should be worshipped cannot leam. 

Ghost. Heaven does not now thy ignorance re- 
prove, 
But warns thee from known crimes of lawless love. 
That crime thou knowest, and, knowings dost not 

shun, 
Shall an unknown and greater crime pull on : 
But if, thus warned, thou leav'st this cursed pWe, 
Then shalt thou know the author of thy race. 
Once more I'll see thee ; tben'my charge is done* 
Far hence, upon the mountains of the moon, 
Is my abode ; where hesiven and nature smile, 
And strew with flowers the secret bed of Nile* 
Blessed souls are there refined, and made more bright, 
And, in the shades of heaven, prepared fbr light. 

[Esit GhosU 

Almanx. O heaven, how dark a riddle*s thy decree. 
Which bounds our wills, yet seems to leave them free \ 
Since thy fore-knowledge cannot be in vain, 
Our choice must be what thou didst first oitlain. 
Thus, like a captivie in an isle confined, 
Man walks at large, a prisoner of the mind : 
Wills all his crimes, while heaven the indictmfent 

draws, 
And, pleading guilty, justifies the laws. 
Let fate be fate ; the lover and the brave 
Are ranked, at least, above the vulgar slave. 
Love makes -me willing to mv death to run ; 
And coumjie iv^ot ns the death it cannot shnn. 
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Enter Almahide mth a taper. 

Alniah. My light will sure discover those who 
talk.— 
Who dares to interrupt my private walk? 

Alrmnz. He, who dares love, and for that love 
must die, 
And, knowing this, dares yet love on, am I. 

Almah. That love which you can hope, and I can 

May be received and given in open day : 
My praise a^d my esteem you had before ; 
And you have bound yourself to ask no more. 

Almanz. Yes, I have bound myself; but will you 
take 
The forfeit of that bond, which force did make ? 

Almah. You know you are from recompenoe de- 
barred ; 
But purest love can live without reward. 

Almanz. Pure love had need be to itself a feast; 
For, like pure elements, 'twill nourish least 

Abnah. It therefore yields the only pure content; 
For it, like angels, needs no nourishment. 
To eat and drink can no perfection be ; 
All appetite implies necessity. 

Almanz. Twere well, if I could like a spirit live; 
But, do not angels food to mortals give? 
What if some &mon should my death foresliow, 
Or bid me change, and to the Christians go; 
Will you not think I merit some reward, 
When I my love above my life regard? 

Almah. In such a' case your change must be al- 
lowed: 
I would myself dispense with what you vowe*d. 

Almanz. Were I to die that hour when I possess, 
This minute &hall begin my happiness. 
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Almah. The thoughts of death your passion would 
remove ; 
Death is a cold encouragement to love. 

Almanz. No; from my joys I to my death would 
run, 
And think the business of my life well done : 
But I should walk a discpntented ghost, 
If flesh and blood were to no purpose lost. 

Almah. You love me not, Almanzor ; if you did, 
You would not ask what honour must forbid, 

Almanz. And what is honour, but a love well hid? 

Almah. Yes, 'tis the conscience of an act well done, 
-Which gives us power our own desires to shun ; 
The strong and secret curb of headlong will ; 
The self-reward of good, and shame of ill. . 

Almanz. These, madaiii, are the maxims of the day, 
When honour s present, and when love's away. 
The duty of poor honour were too hard. 
In arms all day, at night to mount the guard. 
Let him, in pity, now to rest retire ; 
Let these soft hours be watched by warm desire. 

Almah. Guards, who all dav pn painful duty keep, 
In dangers are not privileged to sleep. 

Almanz. And with what dangers are you threat- 
ened here? 
Am I, alas ! a foe for you to fear? 
See, madam, at your feet this enemy ; [Kneels. 

Without your pity and your love I die. * 

Almah. Rise, rise, and do not empty hopes pursue; 
Yet think that I deny myself, not you. 

Almanz. A happiness so high I cannot bear : 
My love s too fierce, and you too killing fair. 
I grow enraged to see such excellence ! — 
If words, so much disordered, give offence, 
My love's too full of zeal to think of sense. 
Be you like me ; dull reason hence remove. 
And tedious forms, and give a loose to love. 
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Love eagerly; let us be gods to-night; 
And do not, with half yielding, dash delight. 

Almah. Thou strong seducer, opportunity ! 
Of womankind, half are undone by thee ! 
Though I resolve I will not be misled, 
I wish I had not heard what you have said ! 
I cannot be so wicked to comply ; 
And, yet, am most unhappy to deny ! 
Away! 

Almanz. I will not move me from this place : 
I can take no denial from that face ! 

Almah. If I could yield, — but think not that J 
will,— 
You and myself I in revenge should kill ; 
For I should hate us both, when it were done, 
And would not to the shame of life be won. 

Almanz. Live but to-night, and trust to-morrow's 
mind : 
Ere that can come, there's a whole life behind. 
Methinks, already crowned with joys I lie, 
Soeechless and breathless, in an ecstasy ! 
Not absent in one thought : I am all there : 
Still close, yet wishing still to be more near. 

Almah. Deny your own desires; for it will be 
Too little now to be denied by me. 
Will he, who does all great, all noble seem. 
Be lost and forfeit to his own esteem ? . 
Will he, who may with heroes claim a place. 
Belie that fame, and to himself be base? 
Thint how august and godlike you did look, 
When my defence, unbribed, you undertook; 
But, when an act so brave you. disavow. 
How little, and how mercenary now ! 

Almanz. Are, then, my services no higher prized ? 
And can I fall so low, to be despised? 

Almah. Yes; for whatever may be bought, is low; 
A»d you yourself, who sell yourself, are so, 
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Remember the great act you did this day : 
How did your love to virtue then give way ! 
When you gave freedom to my captive lord, — 
That rival who possessed what you adored, — 
Of such a deed what price can there be made ? 
Think well; is that an action to be paid? 
It was a miracle of virtue shown; 
And wonders arc with wonder paid alone. 
And would you all that secret joy of mind, 
Which great souls only in great actions fixid, 
All that, for one tumultuous n>iuute lose? 

Almanz. I would that ininute before ages chus^- 
Praise is the pay of heaven for doing good; 
But love's the best return for flesh and blood. 

Alrmh. YouVe moved my heart so much, I cm 
deny 
No more ; but know, Ahuanzor, I can die. 
Thus far my virtue yields ; if I have shown 
More love than what I ought^ let this atonC' 

[Going to stab hcndf. 

Almanz. Hold, hold ! 
Such fatal proofs of love you shall not give : 
Deny me; hate me; both are just, — but live! 
Your virtue I will ne'er disturb again ; 
Nor dare to ask, for fear I i^KHild obtain. 

Almafu Tis generous to have conquered your dc* 
sire ; 
You mount above your wish, and lose it higher* 
There's pride in virtue, and a kindly heat ; 
Not feverish, like your love, but full as great. 
Farewell; and may our loves hereafter be 
But image-like, to heighten piety. 

Almanz. Tis tilne I shonki be gone.-— 
Alas f I am but half converted yct;^ 
All I resolve, I with one kx)k forget ; 
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And, like a lion, whom no arts can tame. 

Shall tear even those, who would my rage reclaim. 

[ZuLEMA «wrfHAMETa;fl:^cA Almaj^zor; atd 
when he is gone^ go in after the Queen. . 

JSw/er Abdelmelegh «wJ LVndaraxa- 

Lyndar. It is enough, youVe brought voe to t^is 
place: 
Here stop, and urge no further my disgrace. 
Kill me ; in death your mercy will be ficen, 
But make me not a captive to the queens 

Abdelm. Tis therefore I this punishment provide: 
This only can revenge me on your pride. 
Prepare to suffer what you shun in vain ; 
And know, you now are to obey, not reign. 

Enter AiMAniTyj, shrieking ; her hair loose ; she 
runs over th^ stage, 

Almah. Help, help, O heaven, some help! 

Enter Zulema and IJam^t, 

Zul. Make haste before, 
And intercept her passage to tiie door. 
Abdelm. Villains, what act ale you attempting 

here! 
Almah. I thank thee, heaven ! some succour does 
appear. 

\As Aboelmelech is going to help the Queen^ 

L Yfij D ARAXA ptiUs out his swordy and holds it, 

Abdelm. With what ill &te my good design is 

curst! 
Zul. We have no time to think; dispatch him first. 
Abdelm. O iov a sword ! 

\They make at Abdelmelech ; he goes off at 
one dgor^ while theQueen^escapes at the other. 
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Zul Ruined! 

Hamet. Undone! 

Lyndar. And, which is worst of all, 
He IS escaped. 

Zul I near them loudly call. 

Lyndar. Your fear will lose you ; call as loud as 
they: 
I have not time to teach you what to say. 
The court will in a moment all be here ; 
But second what I say, and do not fear. 
Call help ; ran that way ; leave the rest to me. 
[Zul. and Hahet reiirCy and within cry, — Help! 

Enter, at several doors, the King, Abenamau, Se- 
LIN, OzMYN, Almanzor, with Guards attending 

BOABDELIN. 

Boab. What can the cause of all this tumult be? 
And what the meaning of that naked sword? 

Lyndar. I'll tell, when fear will so much breath 
afford. — 
The queen and Abdelmelech — ^"Twill not out- 
Even I, who saw it, of the trath yet doubt. 
It seems so strange. • 

Almanz. Did she not name the queen ? 
Haste; speak. 

Lyndar. How dare I speak what I have seen?--- 
With Hamet, and with Zulemp, I went, 
To pay both theirs, and my ackno\yledgment 
To Ahnahide, and by her mouth implore 
Your clemency, our fortunes to restore. 
We chose this hour, which we believed most free, 
When she retired from noise and company. 
The ante-chamber past, we gently knocked, 
Unheard it seems, but found the lodgings locked. 
In duteous silence while we waited there, 
We fii-st a noise, and then long whispers hear ; 
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Yet thought it was the queen at prayers alone, 
Till she distinctly said, — If this were known, 
My love, what shame, what danger would ensue ! 
Yet I,— r^nd sighed, — could venture more for you ! 

Bcab. O heaven, what do I hear! 

Almanz. Let her go on* 

Lyndar. And how,— then murmured in a bigger 
tone 
Another voice, — and how should it be known? 
This hour is from your court attendants free^ 
Trtie king suspects Almanzor, but not me. 

Zul. I find her drift; Hamet, be confident; 

\jit the door. 
Second her words, and fear not the event. 

ZuLEMA and Hamet enter. The King embraces them. 

Boab. Welcome, my only friends ; — ^behold in me, 

kings, behold the effects of clemency ! 
See here the gratitude of pardoned foes ! 
That life, I gave them, they for me expose ! 

Hamet. Though Abdelmelech was our friend be- 
fore, ^ 
When duty called us, he was so no more. 

Almanz. Damn your delay ! — ^you torturers, pro- 
ceed ! 

1 will not hear one word but Almahide. 

Baab. When you, within, the traitor's voice did 
hear. 
What did you then? 

Zul. I durst not trust my ear ; 
But, peeping through the key-hole, I espied 
The queen^ and Abdelmelech by her side; 
She on the couch, he on her bosom lay ; 
Her hand about his neck his head did stay, 
And from his forehead wiped the drops away. 

Boab. Go on, go on, my friends, to clear my doubt; 
J hope I shall have life to hear you out;. 
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ZuL What had been, $ir, you may suspect too 
well ; 
What followed, modesty forbids to tell : 
Seeing what we had thought beyond belief, 
Our hearts so swelled with auger and with grief, 
That, by plain force, we strove the door to break. 
He, fearful, and with guilt, or love, grown weak) 
Just as we entered, 'scaped the other way; 
Nor did the amazed queen behind him stay. 

Lyndar. His sword, in so much haste, he could 
not mind ; 
But left this witness of his crime behind. 

Boab. O proud, ungrateful, faithless womankind \ 
How changed, and what a monster am I made ! 
My love, my honour, ruined and betrayed ! 

Almanz. Your love and honour ! mine are ruined 
worse :— 
Furies and hell ! — ^What right have you to curse? 
Dull husband as you are, 
What can your love, or what your houour, be ? 
I am her lover, and she s false to me. 

Boab. Go; when the authors of my shame arc 
found. 
Let them be taken instantly and bound : 
They shall be punished as our laws require : 
Tis just, that flames should be condemned to fire. 
This, with the dawn of morning shall be done. 

Aben. You haste too much her execution. 
Her condemnation ought to be deterred; 
With justice, none can be condemned unheard. 

Boab. A formal process tedious is, and long; 
Besides, the evidence, is fuU and strong. 

Lyndar. The law demands two witnesses; and she 
Is cast, for which heaven knows I grieve, by three. 

Ozm. Hold, sir ! since you so far insist on law, 
We can fixMu thence one just advantage dmw : 
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That law, which dooms adultresses to die, 
Gives champions, too, to slandered chastity. 

Almanz. And how dare you, who from my bounty 
live, 
Intrench upon my love's prerogative? 
Your courage in your own concernments try ; 
Brothers are things remote, while I am by. 

Ozm. I knew not you thus far her cause would 
own, 
And must not suffer you to fight alone : 
Let two to two in equal combat join ; 
You vindicate her person, I her line. 

Zyndar. Of all mankind, Almanzor has least nght 
In her defence, who wrong'd his love, to fight 

Almanz. 'Tis fidse: she is not ill, nor can she be; 
She must be chaste, because she's loved by me. 

Zul. Dare you, what sense and reason prove, deny? 

Almanz. When she s in question, sense and reason 
lie, 

Zul. For truth, and for my injured sovereign, 
What I have said, I will to death maintain. 

Ozm. So foul a falsehood, whoe'er justifies, 
Is basely bom, and, like a villain, lies. 
In witness of that truth, be this my gage. 

[Takes a ring from his finger. 

Hamet. I take it ; and despise a traitor s rage. 

Boab. The combat s yours- — A guard the lists sur^ 
round; 
Then raise a, scaflfold in the encompassed ground. 
And, by it, piles of wood; in whose just fire, 
Her champions slain, the adultress shall e;cpire. 

Aien. We a$k no favour, but what anns will yield. 

Boab. Choose^ then, two equal judges of the field; 
Next m<M*ning J^ball decide the doubtful strife. 
Condemn the ujiefeaste, or quit tlie virtuous wife. 

Almanz. But I aiu botli ways cursed : ^ 
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For Almahide must die, if I am slain ; 

Or for my rival I the conquest gain. [Exeunt. 



ACTV. SCENE L 

Almanzor sohis. 

• 

I have outfac'd myself; and justified, 
What I knew false, to all the world beside. 
She was as faithless as her sex could be; 
And, now I am alone, she's so to me. 
She's fallen! and, now, where shall we virtue find? 
She was the last that stood of womankind. . 
Could she so holily my flames remove, . 
And fall that hour to Abdelmelech's love? 
Yet her protection I must undeitake ; 
Not now for love, but for my honour's sake, 
That moved* me first, and must oblige me still : 
My cause is good, however her's be ill. 
I'll leave her^ when she's freed ; and let it be 
Her punishment, she could be false to me. 

Td Aim Abdelmelech, guarded. 

Abdelm. Heaven is not heaven, nor are there dei- 
ties ; 

There is some new rebellion in the skies. 

All that wa» good and holy is dethroned, 

And lust and rapine are for justice owned.^ 

Almanz. Tis true ; what justice in that heaven 
can be, 

Which thus affronts me \vith the sight of thee? 

Why must I be from just revenge debarred? 

Cliains are thy arms, and prisons are thy guard : 

The death, thou diest, may to a husband be 

fi, i^atisfaction ; but 'tis none to me. 
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My love would justice to itself afford ; 

But now thou creep'st to death below my sword. 
Ahddm. This threatening would show better were 

I free. 
Almanz. No ; wert thou freed, I would not threaten 
thee; 

This ann should then— -but now it is too late ! 

I could redeem thee to a nobler fate. 

As some huge rock, 

Rent from its quarry, does the waves divide, 

So I ^ 

Would souse upon thy guards, and dash thenx 
wide: 

Then, to my rage left naked and alone, 

Thy too much freedom thou should st soon be- 
moan: 

Dared like a lark, that, on the open plain 

Pursued and cuffed, seeks shelter now in vain; 

So on the ground wouldst thou expecting lie, 

Not daring to afford me victory. 

But yet thy fate's not ripe ; it is decreed. 

Before thou diest, that Almahide be freed. 

My honour first her danger must remove, 

And then revenge on thee my injured love. 

[Exeunt severally $ 



SCENE IL 

The Scene changes to the Vivarambla^ and appears 
Jilledwith Spectators ; a Scaffold hung with black. 

Enter the Queen guarded^ with Esperanza. 

Almah. See how the gazing people crowd the 
place, 
AH gapmg to be filled with my disgrace. 

[A shout within. 
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That shout, like the hoarse peafa of vuitcrre*^ ^t*g». 
When over fighting fields they, beat their wings*-— 
Let never woman trust in iimocence, 
Or think her chastity its own defence. 
Mine has betrayed me to this public shame, 
And virtue, which I served, is but a name. 

Esper. Leave then that shadow, and for succour 
fly 
To Him we serve, the Christian's Deity. 
Virtue's no g-od, nor has she power divine : 
But He protects it, who did first enjoin. 
Trust tlien in Him ; and from his grace hnplore 
Faith to believe, what rightly we adore. 

Almah. Thou Power unknown, if I have erred, 
forgive! 
My infancy was taught what I believe. 
But if the Christians truly worship thee, 
Let me thy Godhead in thy succour see : 
So shall thy justice in my safety shitie, 
And all my days, which thou shalt add, be thine ! 

Enter the King, AbenamaSi Lyndaraxa, B£n* 
zayda: Me;} Abd£lm£LECH guarded; and after 
him Sklin afid Aj^abek, a^ Judges of the Field. 

Boab. You, judges of the field, first take your 
place. — . 
The accusers and accused bring face to face. 
Set guards, and let the lisrts be opened wide ; 
And may just heaven assist the juster side ! 

Aimak.^^YhnX\ not one tender look, one parsing 
word? 
Farewell, my much unkind, but still loved lord I 
Your throne was for my humble fate too high, 
And therefore heaven thinks fit that I should die. 
My story be forgot, when I am dead^ 
Lest it should fright some other from your bed; 
And, to forget me, may you soon adore 
Some happier maid, — yet none could love you more. 
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But may you never think me innocent, 
Lest it should cause you trouble to repent 
Boab. 'Tis pity so much beauty should not live; 

. [Aside. 

Yet I too much am injured, to forgive. 

[Goes to his seat 

Trumpets: Then enter two Moors, bearing two naked 

stvords before the accusers Zulema and HAMETi 

who follow them. The Judges seat themselves ; the 

Queen a;;^ Abdelmelech are led to the Scaf* 

fold. 

Alabez. Say for what end you thus in arms ap- 
pear; 
What are your names, and what demand you here? 
Zul The Zegrys' ancient race our lineage daims; 
And Zulema and Hamet are our names. 
Like loyal subjects in these lists we stand. 
And justice in our kinff^s behalf demand 
Hamet. For whom, m witness of what both havA 
seen, 
Bound by our duty, we appeach the queen 
And Abdelmelech, of adultery. 
Zul. Which, like true knights, we will maintain^ 

or die. 
Alabez. Swear on the Alcoran your cause is right, 
And Mahomet so prosper you in fight 

\They touch their foreheads with the Alcoran^ 
mid bow. 

Trumpets on the other side of the Stage; two Moors, 
as before^ with bare words before Almanzor and 

OZMYN, 

^Un. Say for what end you thus in arms appear; 
What are your names, and what demand you here^ 

Almanz. Ozmyn is his, Almanzor is my name ; 
We come as champions of the queen's fair fame. 
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Ozm. To prove these Zegrys, like false traitors, 
lie ; 
Which, like trae knights, we will maintain, or die. 
Selin. [^oAlmah.] Madam, do you for champions 
take these two, 
By their success to live or die? 
Almah. I do. 

Selm. Swear on the Alcoran your cause is right; 
And Mahomet so prosper you in fight. 

[7%ey kiss the Alcoran. 
[OzMYN and Benzayda embrace^ and take kaoe 
in dumb show; while Lyndaraxa speaks to 
her Brother. 
Lyndar. If you oercome, let neither of them live, 
But use with care the advantages I give: 
One of their swords in fight shall useless he; 
The bearer of it is suborned by me. 

\She and Benzayda retire. 
Alabez. Now, principals and seconds, all advance^ 
And each of you assist his fellow's chance. 

Selin. The wind and sun we equally divide, 
So let the event of arms the truth decide. 
The chances of the fight, and every wound. 
The trumpets, on the victor's part, resound. 

ITM Trumpets sound; Almanzor arid Zulema 
meet and Jight ; Ozmyn and Hamet. After 
some passes^ the sword of Ozmyn breaks^ he 
retiresy defending himself, and is wounded; the 
Zegrys Trumpets sound their advantage. Al- 
manzor, in the mean time, drives Zulema to 
the J art her end of the Stage, till, hearing the 
Trumpets of the adverse Party, he looks backy 
and sees OzuY^'s misfortune; he makes ntZv- 
LEMA just as Ozmyn Jalls^ in retiring, and 
Hamet is thrusting at him. 
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JIamet. {?<> Ozmyn, thrtisting.] Our difference now 

shall soon determined be. 
4lmanz. Hold, traitor, and defend thyself from 

me. 

{Hamet kaves Ozmyn (who cannot rise)^ md both 

he and Zulema fall on Almanzor, and p7^ess 

him; he retires, and Ha met, advancing Jirst, is 

run through the body, and faUs. The Queen's 

Trumpets sound. Almanzor pursues Zulema. 

Lyndar. I must make haste some remedy to find : — 

Treason, Almanzor, treason ! look behind. 

[Almanzor looks behind him to see who calls, arid 
Zulema takes the advantage, arid wounds him; 
the Zegrys Trumpets sound; Almanzor turn^ 
upon Zulema, and wounds him; he falls. The 
Queens Trumpets sound, 
^Imanz. Now triumph in thy sister's treacheiy. 

[Stabbing him^ 
Zul Hold, hold ! I have enough to make me die, 
But, that I may in peace resign my breath, 
I must confess my crime before my death. 
Mine is the guilt; the queen is innocent: 
J loved her, and, to compass my intent. 
Used force, which Abdelmelech did prevent. 
The lie my sister forged ; but, O ! my fate 
Comes on too soon, and I repent too late. 
Fair queen, forgive ; and let my penitence 
Expiate some part of — ^ [^Dies, 

Almah. Even thy whole offence ! 
Almanz, [to the Judges.] If aught remains in the 
sultana's qause, 
I here am ready to fulfil the laws. 

Selin. The law is fully satisfied, and we 
pronounce the queen and Abdelmelech free, 
Abdelm. Heaven, thou art just! 
\The Judges rise from their seats, and go before 
Almanzor .ifo the Queens Scaffold; he unbinds 
ypt. IV. N 
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the Queen and Abdelmelech ; they all go qffl 
the People shoutings and the Trumpets sounding 
Jhezchile. 
Boab. Pefore we pay our thanks, or show our 

Let us our needful charity employ. 
Some skilful surgeon speedily be found, 
To apply lit remedies to Ozmyn's wound. 

Benz. [rmming to Ozm.] That be my charge: 
my linen I will tear ; 
Wash it with tears, and bind it with my hair. 
Ozm. With how much pleasure I my pains en- 
dure, 
And bless the wound which causes such a cure ! 

{Exit O^M. led by Benz. and Aben. 
Boab. Some from the place of combat be^-r the 
slain. — 
Next Lyndaraxa's death I should ordain : 
But let her, who this mischief did contrive, 
For ever banished from Granada live. 

Lyndar. Thou shouldst have punished more, or 
not at all : 
By her thou hast not ruined, thou shalt fall. 
The Zegrys shall revenge their branded line. 
Betray their gate, and with the Christians join. 

{Aside, 
[-EcT^VLynpara^ca wiM Alabez ; the bodies of 
her Brothers are borne after her. 

Ai^manzor, Almahide, flrw(/EspERANZA, re-enter 
to the King. 

Almah. The thanks thus paid, which first ta 
heaven were due. 
My next, Almanzor, let me pay to you : 
Somewhat there is of more concernment too, 
Which 'tis i^ot fit you should in public know. 
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Krst let your wounds be dressed with speedy care, 
And then you shall the important secret share. 

Almanz. Whene'er you speak, 
Were my wounds mortal, they should still bleed on; 
And I would listen till my lite were gone : 
My soul should even for your last accent stay, 
And then shout out, and with such speed obey, 
Jt should not bait at heaven to stop its way. 
, * \^Exit Alman Zr 

Boab. 'Tis true, Almanzor did her honour save, 
But yet what private business can they have? 
jSuch freedom virtue will not sure allow; 
I cannot clear my heart, but must my brow, [Aside. 

[He approaches Almahide. 
Welcome, again, my virtuous, loyal wife ; 
Welcome to love, to honour, and to life ! 

[Goes to salute fiery she starts bach 
You seen^ 
As if you from a loathed embrace did go! 

Almah. Then briefly will I speak, since you must 
know 
What to the world my future acts will show : 
But hear me first, and then my reasons weigh. 
Tis known, how duty led me to obey 
My father s choice ; and how I since did live, 
You, sir, can best your testimony give. 
How to your aid I have Almanzor brought, 
When by rebellious crowds your life was sought ; 
Then, how I bore your causeless jealous)', 
(For I must speak) and after set you free. 
When you were prisoner in the chance of war : 
These, sure, are proofs of love. 

Boab. I grant they are. 

Almah. And could you then, O cruelly unkind ! 
So ill reward such tenderness of mind ? 
Pould you, denying what our laws afford 
The meanest subject, on a traitor's word, 
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Unheard, Condemn, and suffer me to go 
To death, and yet no common pity show! 

Boab, Love filled my heart even to the brim be^ 
fore; 
And then, >vith tob much jealousy, boiled o cr. 

Almah. Bet love or jealousy, 'tis such a crime. 
That I'm forewarned to trust a second time. 
Know, then, my prayers to heaven shall never cease, 
To crown your arms in war, your wars with peace; 
But from this day I will not kno\v.your bed : 
Though Almahide still lives, your wife is dead ; 
And with her dies a love so pure and true, 
It could be killed by nothing but by you. 

^ [^Exit Almah, 

Boab. Vcs ; you will spend your life in prayers ' 
for me, 
And yet this hour my hated rival see. 
She might a husband's jealousy forgive; 
But she \yill only for Almanzor live. 
It is resolved ; 1 will myself provide 
That vengeance, which my useless laws denied ; 
And, by Almanzor s death, at once remove 
The rival of my empire, and my love. [£.riV Boab. 

Enter Almahide, kd by Almanzor, and followed 
Z^j^EspERANZA; she speaksj entering. 

Almah. How much, Almanzor, to your aid I owe, 
Unable to repay, I blush to know ; 
Yet, forced by need, ere I can clear that score, 
I, like ill debtors, come to borrow more, 

Almanz. Your new commands I on my knees at- 
tend : 
I was created for no other end. 
Born to be yours, I do by nature serve, 
And, like the labouring beast, no thanks deserve, 

Almah, Yet first your virtue to your succour csdly 
For in this hard command you'll need it all. 
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Almanz. I stand prepared ;, and whatsoe'er it be> 
Nothing is hard to him, who loves hke me. 

Alnmh. Then know, I from your love must yet 
implore 
One proot:— that you would never see me more. 

Abnanz, I must confess, [Starting bach 

For this last stroke I did no guard provide; 
I could suspect no foe was near that side. 
From winds and thickening clouds we thunder fear, 
None dread it from that quarter which is clear ; 
And I would fain believe, 'tis but your art 
To shew 

You knew where deepest you cv)uld wound my 
. heart. 

Almah. So much respect is to your passion due, 
That sure I could not practise arts on you. 
Ikit that you may not doubt what 1 have said, ^ 
This hour I have renounced my husband's bed : 
Judge, then, how much my fame would injured be, 
If^ leaving him, I should a lover see. 

Almanz. If liis unkindness have deserved that 
curse, 
Must I, for loving well, be .punished worse ? 

Almah. Neither your love nor merits I compare. 
But my unspotted name must be my care. 

Almanz: I have this day established its renown. 

Almah. Would you so soon, what you have raised, 
. throw down ? 

Atmanz. But, madam, is not yours a gi'eatcr gnilt, 
To min him, who has that fabric built? 

Almah. No lover should his mistress' prayers with- 
stand, 
Yet you contemn my absohite command. 

Almanz. Tis not contempt, 
When your command is issued out too late : 
^Tis past my power, and all beyond is fate. 
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I scarce could leave you, when to exile sent, 

Much less when now recalled from banishment; 

For if that heat your glances cast were strong, 

Your eyes, like glasses, fire, when held so long. 
Almah. Then, since you needs will all my weak- 
ness know, 

I love you ; and so well, that you must go. 

I am so much obliged, and have withal 

A heart so boundless and so prodigal, 

I daie not trust myself, or you, to stay, 

Bui, like frank gamesters, must forswear the play. 
Almanz. Fate, thou art kind to strike so hard a 
blow: 

I am quite stunned, and past all feeling now. 

Yet — can you tell me you have power and will 

To save my life, and at that instant kill ? 

Abnah. This, had you staid, you never must have 
known ; 

But, now you go, I may with honour own. 
Almanz. But, madam, I am forced to disobey: 

In your defence my honour bids me stay. 

I promised to secure your life and throne. 

And, heaven be thanked, that work is yet undonc*^ 
Almah. I here make void that promise which you 
made. 

For now I have no farther need of aid. 

That vow, which to my plighted lord was given^ 

I must not break, but may transfer to heaven : 

I will with vestals live : 

There needs no guard at a religious door; 

Few will disturb the praying and the poor. 

Almanz. Let me but near that happy temple stay. 

And through the grates peep on you once a day; 

To famished hope I would no banquet give : 

I cannot starve, and wish but just to live. 

ThuS; as a drowning man 
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Sinks often, and does still more faintly rise, 
With his last hold catching whate er he spies ; 
So, fallen from those proud hopes 1 had before, 
Your aid I for a dying wretch implore. 

Almah. I cannot your hard destiny withstand, 

BoABDELiN, and Guards above. 

But slip, like bending rushes, from your hand. 
Sink all at once, since you must sink at last. 

Almanz. Can you that last relief of sight remove, 
And thrust me out the utmost line of love ! 
Then, since my hopes of happiness are gone, 
Denied all favours, I will seize this one. 

\Catclws her handy and kisses it. 
Boab, My just revenge no longer I'll forbear : 
I've seen too much ; I need not stay to hear. 

[Descends. 
Almanz. As a small shower 
To the parched earth does some refreshment give, 
So, in the strength of this, one day 111 live : 

A day, — a year, ^an age, — ^for ever, now ; 

{Betwixt each word he kisses her hand by force; 
she struggling. 
I feel from every touch a new soul Iflow. 

[She snatches her hand away. 
My hoped eternity of joy is past ! 
Twas insupportable, and could not last. 
Were heaven not made of less, or duller joy, 
Twould break each minute, and itself destroy. 

Enter King and Guards, behw. 

Boab. This, this, is he, for whom thou didst deny 
To share my bed : — Let them together die. 

Almah. Hear me, my lord. 

Boab. Your flattering arts are vain : 
Make haste, and execute what I ordain. 

[To the Cruard^ 
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Almanz. Cut piece-meal in this cause, 
From eveiy wound I should new vigour take. 
And every limb should new Almanzors make. 

[He puts himself bejmx the Queen; the Guards 
attack him, xvith the King. 

Enter Abdelmelech. 

Abdelm. What angry god, to exercise his spite, . 

[To the King. 
Has aiin'd your left hand, to cut off your right? 

[The King turns, the fight ceases. 
iThe foes are entered at the Elvira gate : 
False Lyndaraxa has the town betrayed, 
And all the Zegrys give the Spaniards aid 

Boab. O mischief^ not suspected nor foreseen? 

Abdelm, Already they have gained the Zacatin^ 
And thence the Vivarambla place possest. 
While our faint soldiers scarce defend the rest 
The duke of Arcos does one squadron head, 
The next by Ferdinand himself is led. 

Almah. Now, brave Almanzor, be a god again j 
Above our crimes and your own passions reign. 
My lord has been by jealousy misled, 
To think 1 was not faithful to his bed. 
I can forgive him, though my death he sought, 
For too much love can never be a fault. 
Protect him, then ; and what to his defence 
You give not, give to clear my innocence. 

Almanz. Listen, sweet heaven, and all ye blessed 
above, 
Take rules of virtue from a mortal love ! 
You've raised my soul ; and if it mount more higlv 
Tis as the wren did on the eagle fly. 
Yes, I once more will my revenge neglect, . 
And, whom you can forgive, I can protect 
4 
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Boab. How hard a fate is mine, still doomed tcf 
shame ! 
I make occasions for my rivars fame ! 

lEo'Cunt. An alarm within* 

Enter Ferdinand, Isabella, Don Alonzo 
d'aouilar; Spaniards and Ladies. 

K. Ferd. Already more than half the town is 
gained, 
But there is yet a doubtful fight riiaintained. 
Alonz. The fierce young king the entered does 
attack, 
And the more fierce Almanzor drives them back. 
K. Ferd. The veliant Moors Uke raging lion» 
fight; 
Each youth encouraged by his lady's sight. 

Q. Isabel. I will advance with such a shining 
train. 
That Moorish beauties shall oppose in vain. 
Into the press of clashing swords well go. 
And, where the darts fly thickest, seek the foe. 
K. Ferd, May heaven, which has inspired thia 
generous thought, 
Avert those dangers you have boldly sought ! 
Call up more troops ; the women, to our shame> 
Will ravish from the men their part of fame. 

[Eseunt Isabella and Ladies. 

Enter Alabez, and kisses the King's hand. 

Alabez. . Fair Lyndaraxa, and the Zegry Hne, 
Have led their forces with your troops to join : 
The adverse part, which obstinately fought, 
Are broke, and Abdelmelech prisoner brought. 

K. Ferd. Fair Lyndaraxa, and her friends, shall 
find 
Tiie effects of an obliged and grateful mind. 
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Alabez. But, marching by the Vivarambla place^ 
The combat carried a more doubtful face : 
In that vast square the Moors and Spaniards met, . 
Where the fierce conflict is continued yet; 
But with advantage on the adverse side, 
Whom fierce Almanzor does to conquest guide. 
K. Ferd. With my Castilian foot I'll meet his 
rage; 

[Is going out : Shouts within are heard, — ^Vic- 
toria ! Victoria ! 
But these loud clamours better news presage. 

Entet the Duke of Arcos, and Soldiers; their 
Swords draxvn and bloody. 

D. Arcos. Granada now is yours; and there re- 
main 
No Moors, but such as own the power of Spain. 
That squadron, which their king in person led, 
We charged, but found Almanzor on their head : 
Three several times we did the Moors attack, 
And thrice with slaughter did he drive us back : 
Our troops then shrunk; and still we lost more 

ground, 
'Till from our queen we needful succour found : 
Her guards to our assistance bravely flew. 
And with fresh vigour did the fight renew : 
At the same time 

Did Lyndaraxa with her troops appear, 
And, while we charged the front, engaged the 

rear : 
Then fell the king, slain by a Zegry's hand. 

K. Ferd. How could he such united force with- 
stand? 
D. Arcos. Discouraged with his death, the Moor- 
ish powers 
Fell back, and, falling back^ were .pressed by ours;_ 
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But as, when winds and rain together crowd, 
They swell till they have burst the bladdered cloud } 
And first the lightning, flashing deadly clear, 
Flies, falls, consumes, kills ere it does appear,-^ 
So, from his shrinking troops, Almanzor flew, 
Each blow gave wounds, and with each- wound hcJ 

slew : 
His force at once 1 envied and admired, 
And mshing forward, where my men retired. 
Advanced alone. 

K, Ferd, You hazarded too far 
Your person, and the fortune of the war. 

D. Arcos. Already both our arms for fight did 

bare. 
Already held them threatening in the air, 
When heaven (it must be heaven) my sight did 

guide 
To view his arm, upon whose wrist I spied 
A ruby cross in diamond bracelets tied ; 
And just above it, in the brawnier part, 
By nature was engraved a bloody heart : 
Struck with these tokens, which so well I knew, 
And staggering back some paces, I withdrew : 
He followed, and supposed it was my fear; 
When, from above, a shrill voice reached his ear: — 
" Strike not thy father !" — it was heard to cry ; 
Amazed, and casting round his wondrous eye, 
He stopped ; then, thinking that his fears were vain^ 
He lifted up his thundering arm again : 
Again the voice withheld him from my death ; 
" Spare, spare hi* life," it cried, " who gave thee 

breath !" 
Once more he stopped ; then threw his sword away ; 
" Blessed shade," lie said, " I hear thee, I obey 
Thy sacred voice ;" then, in the sight of all. 
He at my feet, I on his neck cjid fall. 
K. Ferd. O blessed event I 
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jD. Arcos, The Moors no longer fought ; 
But all their safety by submission sought : . 
Mean time my son grew faint with loss of blood, 
And on his bending sword supported stood ; 
Yet, with a voice beyond his strength, he cried, 
*^ Lead me to live or die by Almahide." 

K. Ferd. I am not for his wounds less grieved 
than you : 
For, if what now my soul divines prove true, 
This is that son, whom in his infancy 
You lost, when by my father forced to fly. 

D. Arcos, His sisters beauty did my passion mo ve^ 
(The crime for which I suffered wa's my love.) 
Our marriage known, to sea we took our flight : 
There, in a stoiin, Almanzor first saw light. 
On his right ^rni a bloody heait was graved, 
(The mark by which, this day, my life was saved :) 
The bracelets and the cross his mother tied 
About his wrist, ere she in childbed died. 
How we were captives made, when she was dead, 
And how Almanzor was in Afric bred. 
Some other hour you may at leisure hear, 
For see, the queen in triu^lph does appear. 

E?ite?' Queen Isabella, Lvistdaraxa, Ladies^ 
Moors and Spaniards mived as Guards, Abdel- 
MELECH, Abenamau, Selin, Prisoners. 

. K. Ferd. [embracing Q. IsaheL] All stories which 

Granada's conquest tell. 
Shall celebrate the name of Isabel. 
Your ladies too, who, in their country's cause, , 
Led on the men, shall shaie in your applause; 
And, for your sakes, henceforward I ordain, 
No lady's dower shall questioned be in Spain. 
Fair Lyndaraxa, for the help she lent, 
Shall, under tribute, have this government* 
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Abdelm. O heaven, that I should five to see thi* 

day! 
Lyndar. You murmur now, but you shall sooa 
obey. 
I knew this empire to my fate was owed ; 
Heaven held it back as long as e'er it could* 
For thee, base wretch, I want a torture yet— 

[7^9 Abdelm, 
I'll cage thee ; thou shalt be my Bajazet. 
I on no pavement but on thee will tread ; 
Apd, when 1 mount, my foot shall know thy head. 
Abdelm. {Stabbing her with a poniard.) This jfirst 

shall know thy heart. 
Lyndar. O ! I am slain ! 
Abdehn. Now, boast thy country is betrayed to 

Spain. 
K. Ferd. Look to the lady ! — Seize the murderer ! 
Abdelm. {Stabbing himstlfl) I do myself that jus- 
tice I did her. ^ . 
Thy blood I to thy ruined country give, 

, [To I^YNDAIJ, 

But love too well thy murder to out^live. ^ 
Forgive a love, excused by its excess, 
Which, had it not been ci'uel, had been lessi. 
Condemn my passion, then, but pardon me^ 
And think I murdered him who murdered thee. 

[Dies. 
Lyndar. Die for us both ; I have not leisure now ; 
A crown is "come, and will not fate allow : 
And yet I feel something like death is near. 
My guards, my guards,— 
Jjet not that ugly skeleton appear ! 
Sure destiny mistakes ; this death's not mine ; 
She dotes, and meant to cut another line. 

Tell her I am a queen ; but 'tis too late ; 

Dying, I charge rebellion on my fate. 

IJqw down, ye slaves : ^ [To the Moors<, 
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Bow quickly down, and your submiiSAion Aow.-r- 

I'm pleased to taste an empire ere 1 go. \iyies. 

Seiin. She's dead, and here her proud ambition 

ends. 
uiben. Such fortune still such black designs at- 
tends. 
. K^ Ferd. Remove those mournful objects from 

our eyes, 
And see performed their funeral obsequies. 

[The bodies are carried off, 

JEnter Almanzor and Almahide, Ozmyn and 
Benzayda ; Almahide brought in a chair; Al- 
manzor led betwixt Soldiers. Isabella salutes 
Almahide in dumb show. 

JD. Arcos. {Presenting Almanzor to the King.) 
See here that son, whom I with pride call mine ; 
And who dishonours not your royal line. 

K. Ferd. 1 m now secure, this sceptre, which I 
' sain, 
Shall be continued in the power of Spain ; 
Since he, who could alone my foes defend, 
By birth and honour is become my friend; 
Yet I can own no joy, nor conquest boast, 

[7b Almanz, 
While in this blood I see how dear it cost. 

Almanz. This honour to my veins new blood will 
bring; 
Streamsi cannot fail, fed by so high a spring. 
But ail court-customs I so little know, 
That I may fail in those respects I owe. 
I bring a heart which homage never knew ; 
Yet it finds something of itself in you : 
Something so kingly, that my haughty minc^ 
Jg; drawn to yours, because 'tis of a kind 
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Q. Isabel And yet that soul, which bears it§elf 
so high, 
Tf fame be true, admits a sovereignty. 
This queen, in her fair eyes, such fetters brings, 
As chain that heart, which scorns the power of 
kings. 
Almah. Little of charm in these sad eyes appears ; 
If they had any, now 'tis lost in tears. 
A crown, and husband, ravished in one day ! — 
Excuse a grief, I cannot choose but pay. 
Q. Isabel. Have courage, madam ; heaven has joys 
in store, 
To recompence those losses you deplore. 
Almah. I know your God can all my woes re^ 
dress ; 
To him I made my vows in my distress : 
And, what a misbeliever vowed this day, 
Though not a queen, a Christian yet shall pay. 
Q. Isabel {Embracing her.) Tlmt christian name 
you shall receive from me, 
And Isabella of Granada be. 
Benz. This blessed change we all with joy re- 
ceive ; 
And beg to learn that faith which you believe. 
Q. Isabel With reverence for those holy rites 
preparp ; 
And all commit vour fortunes to my care, 

K. Ferd. to Almak. You, madam, by that crown 
you lose, may gain, 
If you accept, a coronet of Spain, 
Or which Almanzor's father stands possest. 

Q. Isabel to Almah. May you in him, and he in 

you, be blest ! 
Almah. I owe my life and honour to his sword ; 
^ut owe my love to my departed lord. 
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Almanz. Thus, when I have no living force to 
dread, 
Fate finds me enemies amongst the dead. 
I'm now to conquer ghosts, and to destroy 
The strong impressions of a 'bridal joy. 

Abnah. You've yet a greater foe than these can 
be, — 
Virtue opposes you, and modesty. 

Almanz. From a false fear that modesty doe$ 
grow, 
And thinks true love, because 'tis fierce, its foe* 
'Tis but the wax whose seals on virgins stay : 
Let it approach love s fire, 'twill melt away : — 
But I have lived too long ; I never knew, 
When fate was conquered, I must combat you. 
I thought to climb the steep ascent of love ; 
But did not think to find a foe above. 
Tis time to die, when you hiy bar must be. 
Whose aid alone could give me victory; 
Without, 

I'll pull up all the sluices of the flood, 
And love, within, shall boll out all my blood. 

Q. Isabel Fear not your love should find so sad 
success, 
While I have power to be your patroness. 
I am her parent now, and may command 
So much of duty as to give her hand. 

\Gix^ him Albiahide*s hand. 

Almah, Madam, I never can disjnite your power. 
Or as a parent, or a conqueror ; 
But, when my year of widowhood expires, 
^hall yield to your command, and his desires. 

Almanz. Move swiftly, sun, and fly a lover's; 
pace ; 
J^ave weeks and months behind thee in thy race I 
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K. Ferd, Mean time> ypu shall my victories pur- 
sue, 
The Moors in woods and mountains to subdue. 

Almanz. The toils of war shall help to wear each 
day. 
And dreams of love shall drive my nights away. — 
Our banners to the Alhambra's turrets bear ; 
Then, wave our conquering crosses in the air, 
And cry, with shouts of triumph, — Live and reign, 
Gr^at Ferdinand and Isabel of Spain ! [Ea^euntf 



Vqu IV. 
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They, who have best succeeded on the stage, 
Have still conformed their genius to their age. 
Thus Jonson did mechanic humour show, . ' 
When men were dull, and conversation low. 
Then comedy was faultless, but 'twas coarse : 
Cobb's tankard was a jest, and Otter's horse *. 
And, as their comedy, their love was mean ; 
Except, by chance, in some one laboured scene, 
Which must atone for an ill-written play. 
They rose, but at their height could seldom stay. 
Fame then was cheap, and the first comer sped ; 
And they have kept it since, by being dead. 
But, were they now to write, when critics weigh 
Each line, and every word, throughout a play, 
None of them, no not Jonson in his height. 
Could pass, without allowing grains for weight. 
Think it not envy, that these truths are told ; 
Our poet's not malicious, though he's bold. 
'Tis not to brand them, that their faults are shown^ 
But, by tlieir errors, to excuse his own. 
If love and honour now are higher raised, 
'Tis not the poet, but the age is praised. 
Wit's now arrived to a more high degree ; 
Our native language more refined and free. 
Our ladies and our men now speak more wit 
In conversation, than those poets writ. 
Then, one of these is, consequently, true ; 
That what this poet writes comes short of you, 
And imitates you ill (which most he fears), 
Or else his writing is not worse than theirs. 
Yet, though you judge (as sure the critics will), 
That some before him writ with greater skill. 
In this one praise he has their fame surpast. 
To please an age more gallant than the last. 



^ • The characters alluded to are Cobb, the water bearer, in *' Every Man ia 
his Humour ;" and Captain Otter, in " Epicaene, or the Silent Wwnnn," ' 
whose humour it was to christen his drinking cups by the names of Horsoj. 
Bull, and Bear. 
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OP 

THE EPILOGUE; 

AX ESSAY ON THE DRAMATIC POETRY 
OF THE LAST AGE. 



1 HE promises of authors, that they will write 
again, are, in effect^ a threatening of their readers 
with some new impertinence ; and they, who per- 
&)fm not what they promise, will have their pardon 
on easy terms. It is from this considerati<m, that 
I could be glad to spare you the trouble, which I 
am now giving you, of a postscript, if I were not 
obliged, by many reasons, to write somewhat con- 
cerning our present plays, and those of our prede- 
cessors on the Enghsh stage. The truth is, I have 
so far engaged myself in a bold epilogue to this 
play, wherein I have somewhat taxed the former 
writing, that it was necessary for me either not to 
print it, or to show that I could defend it. Yet I 
would so maintain my opinion of the present age, 
as not to be wanting in my veneration for the past ; 

5 
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I would ascribe to dead authors their just praises in 
those things wherein they have excelled us ; and in 
those wherein we contend with them for the pre- 
eminence, I would acknowledge our advantages to 
the age, and claim no victory from our wit. This 
being what I have proposed to myself, I hope I 
shall not be thought arrogant when I enquire into 
their errors : For we live in an age so sceptical, that 
as it determines little, so it takes nothin^from an- 
tiquity on tmst; and I profess to have no other 
ambition in this essay, than that poetry may not 
go backward, when all other arts and sciences are 
advancing. Whoever censures me for this inquiiy, 
let him hear his character from Horace : 

Ingeniis non ilkfavet, plauditque sepuHis, 
Nostra sed itnpugnat ; nos nostraque iividus odit. 

He favours not dead wits, but hates the living. . 

It was upbraided to that exc<3llent poet, that he 
was an enemy to the writings of his predecessor 
Lucilius, because he liad said, Lucilium lutukntMW^ 
fiytre^ that he mn muddy ; and that he ought iq 
have rctrenclied from his satires many uimecessary 
verses. But Horace makes Lucilius himself to jus* 
tify hiin from the imputation of envy, by telling 
you that be would have done the same, had he lived 
in «n age which was more refined: 

Si/orct hoc nostrum fato delapsus in avum, 
Detereret sibi mult a, redder et omne quod ultra 
Perfectum traheretur, Spc. 

And, both in the whole course of that satire, and 
in his most admirable Epistle to Augustus, bcmakes^ 
it his busiaiess to prove, that antiquity alone is no 
plea for . the e4?:cellency of a poem ; biit that, one 
^e learning fix)m.anothery the: last (if we can sup- 
pose a© equality of wit in the writers,) has the ad- 
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vantage of knowing more and bettCT than tlie for- 
mer. And this, I think, is the state of the question 
in dispute . It is therefore my part to make it 
clear, that 'the language, wit, and conversation of 
our age^ are improved and refined above the last; 
and then it will not be difficult to infer, that our 
plays have received some part of those advantages. 

In the first place, therefore, it will be necessary 
to state* in general, what this refinement is, of 
whidi we treat ; and that, I think, will not be de- 
fined amiss, " An improvement of our Wit, Lan- 
guage, and Conversation; or, an alteration in them 
for the better." 

To begin with Language. That an alteration is 
lately made in ours, or since the writers of the last 
age (in which I compiehend Shakespeare, Fletcher, 
and. Jonson), is manifest. Any man who reads 
those excellent poets, and compares their language 
with what is now written, will see it almost in eve- 
ry line; but that this is an improvement of the lan- 
guage, or an alteration for the better, will not so 
easily be granted. For many are of a contrary opi- 
nion, that the English tongue was then in the 
height of its perfection; -that from Jonsons time 
to ours it has been in a continual declination, like 
that of the Romans from the age of Virgil to Sta- 
tins, and so downward to Claudian ; of which, not 
only Petronius, but Quintilito himself so much 
complains, under the person of SecunditSy in his fa- 
mous dialogue De Causis cmTup^e Ehqitentice, 

But, to shew that our language is improved, and 
that those people have not a just value for the age 
in which they live, let us consider in what the re- 
finement of a language principally consists : tliat is, 
** either in rejecting sueh old words, or phrases; 
which are ill sounding, or improper; or iu admit 
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ting new, which are more proper, more sounding, 
and more significant." 

The reader will easily take notice, that when I 
speak of rejecting improper words and phrases, I 
mention not such as are antiquated by custom on- 
ly, and, as I may say, without any fault of theirs. 
For in this case the refinement can be but acciden- 
tal ; that is, when the words and phrases, which are 
rejected, happen to be improper. Neither would I 
be understood, when I speak of impropriety of lan- 
guage, either wholly to accuse the last age, or to 
excuse the present, and least of all myself ; for all 
writers have their imperfections and failings : but I 
may safely conclude m the general, that our impro- 
prieties are less frequent, and less gross than theirs! 
One testimony of this is undeniable, that we are the 
first who have observed them ; and, certainly, to ob- 
serve errors is a great step to the correcting of 
them. But, malice and partiality set apart, let any 
man, who understands English, read diligently the 
works of Shakespeare and Fletcher, and I dare un- 
dertake, that he will find in eveiy page either some 
solecism of speech, or some notorious flaw in sense*; 
and yet these men are reverenced, when we are not 
for^ven. That their wit is great, and many times 
their expressions noble, envy itself cannot deny. 

Neque ego illis detraherc atisim 

Hwrentem capiti multd cum laude coronam^ 

But the times were ignorant in which, they lived. 
Poetiy was then, if not in its infancy among \is, at \ 
least not arrived to its vigour and maturity : Wit- 

• In mitigation of the censure which must be passed on our au- 
thor for this hasty and ill-considered judgment, let us remember 
the very inaccurate manner in which Shakespeare's plays were 
printed in the early editions. 
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ness the lameness of their plots ; many of which, 
especially those whiqh they writ first (for even 
that age refined itself in some measure), were made 
up of some ridiculous incoherent stoiy, which in 
one play many times took up the business of an 
age. I suppose I need not name " Pericles, Prince 
of Tyre," nor the historical plays of Shakespeare : 
besides many of the rest, as the " Winter s Tale," 
" Love's Labour Lost," " Measure for Measure," 
which were either grounded on impossibilities, or 
at least so meanly written, that the comedy neither 
caused your mirth, nor the serious part your con- 
cernment*. If I would expatiate on this subject, 
I could easily demonstrate, that our admired Flet- 
cher, who wrote after him, neither understood cor- 
rect plotting, nor that which they call " the deco- 
rum of the stage." I would not search in his worst 
plays for examples : He who will consider his " Phi- 
laster," his " Humorous Lieutenant," his " Faithful 
Shepherdess," and many others which I could name, 
will find them much below the applause which is 
now ^ven them. He will see Philaster wounding 
his mistress, and afterwards his boy, to save him- 
self; not to mention the Clown, who enters imme- 
diately, and not only has the advantage of the com- 
bat against the hero, but diverts you from your se- 
rious concernment, with his ridiculous and absurd 
raillery. In his " Humorous Lieutenant," you find 
his Demetrius and Leontius staying in the midst of 
a routed army, to hear the cold mirth of the Lieu- 
tenant; and Demetrius afterwaids appearing with 



• Mr Malooe has judiciously remarked, that Dryden seems to 
have been ignorant of the order in which Shakespeare ^vrote his 
plays ; and there will be charity in believing, that he was not in- 
timately acquainted with those he so summarily and unjustly cen- 
sures. 
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a pistol in his hand, in the next age to Alexan-*' 
der the Great f. And for his Shepheid, he falb 
twice into the former indecency of wounding wo- 
men. But these absurdities, which those poets com- 
mitted, may more properly be called the age's fimlt 
than theirs. For, besides the want of education 
and learning, (which was their particular unhappi- 
iiess) they wanted the benefit of converse : But of 
that I shall speak hereafter, in a place more proper 
for it. ITieir audiences knew no better; and there- 
fore were satisfied with what they brought. Those, 
who call theirs the golden age of poetry, have only 
this reason for it, that they were then content with 
acorns before they knew the use of bread; or that 
''Ax/s- Ifvh was become a proverb. They had many 
who admired them, and few who blamed them; 
and certainly a severe critic is the greatest help to 
a good wit : he does the office of a friend, while he 
designs that of an enemy ; and his malice keeps a 
poet withiix those bounds, which the luxuriancy of 
his fancy would tempt him to overleap. 

But it is not their plots which I meant princi- 
pally to tax ; I was speaking of tlieir sense aiid lan- 
guage; and I dare almost challenge any man to 
shew me a page together which is correct in both. 
As for Ben Jonson, I am loth to name him, because 
he is a most judicious writer; yet he very often falls 
into these errors : and I once more beg the reader's 
pardon for accusing him of them. Only let him 
consider, that I live in an age where my least faults 
are severely censured ; and that I have no way left 



t In IJhese criticisms, we see the effects of the refinement which 
our stage had now borrowed from the French. It is probable^ 
that, iiAhe age of heroic plays, any degree of dulness, or extrava- 
gance, would have been tolerated in the dialogue, rather than an 
eieflce against the decorum of the scene* 
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to extenuaite my fkilmgs, but by ^bowing as great 
in those whom w^ admire: 

Cecdimus^ inque vicem prcehemus crvnra sagittism 

•I cast my eyes but by bb^nce on Catiline ; iand la 
the three or four last pages, found enough to con- 
clude that JonscMi writ not correctly. 



-Let the long-hid seeds 



Of treason, in thee, now shoot forth in deed^ 
Ranker than horror. 

In reading some bombast speeches of Macbeth, 
which are not to be understood, he used to say that 
it was horror; and I am much afiaid that this is 

tBO, 

•jRiy parricide late on thy only soq, 

After his mother, to make empty way 

For thy last wicked nuptials, worse than they 

That blaze that act of thy incestuous life. 

Which gained thee at once a daughter and a wife. 

The sense is here extremely perplexed ; and I doubt 
the word they is false grammar. 



-And be free 



Not heaven itself from thy in^iety. 

A synchysis, or ill-placing of words, of which Tul- 
ly so much complains in oratory. 

The waves and dens of beasts could not receive 
The bodies that those souls were frighted^ow. 

The preposition in the end of the sentence; a com- 
mon faiilt with him, and which I have but lately 
observed in my own writings. 

What all the several ills that visit earth, . 
Plague, famine, fire, could not reach untOf, 
The 8word| uor surfeits^ let thy fury do^ 
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Here. are both the former faults: for, besides that 
the preposition unto is placed last in the verse, and 
at tne half period, and is redundant, there is the 
former synchysis in the words " the sword, nor sur- 
feits," which in construction ought to have been 
placed before the other. 

Catiline says of Cethegus, that for his sake he 
would 

Go on upon the gods, kiss lightning, wrest 
The engine from the Cyclops, and give fire 
At face ofafuU cloudy and stand ids ire. 

To "go on upon," is only to go on twice* To 
" give fire at face of a full cloud," was not under- 
stood in his own time; " and stand his irt^ besides 
the antiquated word tre, there is the article hisj 
which makes false construction : and giving fire at 
the face of a cloud, is a perfect image of shooting, 
however it came to be known in those days to Ca- 
tiline. 



-Others thene are, 



Whom envy ta the state draws and pulls on. 

For Contumelies received ; and such are sure one^. 

Onts^ in the plural number: but that is frequent 
with him ; for he says, not long after, 

Csesar and Crassus, if they be ill men, 

Are mighty ones. 

Such men, they do not succour more the cause, &c. 

They redundant. 

Though heaven should speak with all Us wrath at once. 
We should stand upright and unf eared. 



t Jonson seems to have used it for to g-o <m against. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



DEFENCE OF THE EFILOOUE. S19 

His is ill. syntax with heaven; and by tmfeared 
he means umgraid: Words of a quite contrary sig- 
nification. 

" The ports are open." He perpetually uses portt 
for gates ; which is an aftected error in him, to ia* 
troduce Latin by the loss of the English idiom ; 
as, in the tmnslation of Tully s speeches, he usual- 
ly does. 

Well-placing of words, for the sweetness of pro- 
nunciation, was not known till Mr Waller introdu- 
ced it ; and, therefore, it is not to be wondered if 
Ben Jonson has many such lines as these : 

" But being bred up in his fathers needy for- 
tunes ; brought up in s sister s prostitution," &c. 

But meanness of expression one would think not 
to be his error in a tragedy, which ought to be 
more high and sounding than any other kind of 
poeti^' ; and yet, amongst others m " Catiline," I 
find these four lines together : 

S9 Asia, thou art cruelly even 
With us, tor atl the hlows thee given ; 
When we, whose virtues conquered thee. 
Thus by thy vices ruined be. 

Be there is false English for are; though the 
rhyme hides it. 

But I am willing to close the book, partly out of 
veneration to the author, partly out of weariness to 
pursue an argument which is so fruitful in so small 
a compass. And what correctness, after this, can be 
expected from Shakespeare or from Fletcher, who 
wanted thai learning and care which Jonson had ? 
I will, therefore, spare my own trouble of enquiring 
into their faults; who, had they lived now, had 
doubtless written more correctly. I suppose it will 
be enough for me to affirm, (as I think I safely may) 
thai these, and the like errors, which I taxed in the 
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most coiTcct of the last age, are such info which 
we do not ordinarily fall. I think few of our pre- 
sent writers would have left behind them such a 
line as this : 

Contain your spirit in more stricter bounds. 

But that gross way of two comparatives was then 
ordinary ; and, therefore, more pardonable in Jon- 
son. 

As for the other part of refining, which consists 
hi receiving new words and phi-ases, I shall not in- 
sist much on it. It is obvious that we have admit- 
ted many, some of which we wanted, and there- 
fore our language is the richer for them, as it would 
be by importation of bullion : Others are rather or- 
namental than necessaiy ; yet, by their admission, 
the language is become more courtly, and our 
thoughts are better drest. These are to be found 
scattered in the writers of our age, and it is not my 
business to collect them. They, who have lately 
written with most care, have, I believe, taken the 
rule of Horace for their guide ; tliat is, not to be 
too hasty in receiving of words, but rather stay till 
custom has made them familiar to us : 

Quern penes arhitrium est, etjus, et norma loquendu 

For I cannot approve of their way of refining, 
who corrupt our English idiom by mixing it too 
much with French : That is a sophistication of lan- 
guage, not an improvement of it; a turning En- 
glish into Fiench, rather than a refining of English 
by French. We meet daily with those fops, who 
Value themselves on their travelling, and pretend 
they cannot express their meaning in English, be- 
cause they would put off to us some French phrase 
of the last edition ; Avithout considering, that, for 
aught they know, we have a better of our own. 
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But these are not the men who are to refine us ; 
their talent is to prescribe fashions, not words : at 
best, they are only serviceable to a writer, so as En- 
nius was to Virgil, He may aurum ex sta^cxirt 
eoWgere: For it is hard if, amongst many insigtii- 
ficajit phmses, there happen not something worth 
preserving ; though they themselves, like Indians, 
know not the value of their own commodity. 

There is yet another way of improving language, 
which poete especially have practised m all ages; 
that is, by applying received words to a new signi^ 
fication ; and tiiis, I believe, is meant by Horace, 
in that precept which is so variously construed by 
expositors : 

Dixeris egregicj rtottim si callida verbum 
Reddiderit junctura no'cum. 

And, in this way, he himself had a particular liap^ 
pinesii; using all the tropes, and particular met»* 
phors, with that grace winch is observable in his 
Odes, where the beauty of expression is often greats 
er than that of thought ; as, in that one example, 
amongst an infinite number of othere, *' £/ viUtiis 
nimium hihricus aspki'' 

And therefore, though he innovated a little, he 
may justly be called a great refiner of the Roman 
tongue. This choice ot words, ami heightening of 
their natural signification, was observed in him by 
the writers of the following ages; for Petronius 
says of him, " Et Horatii curiomJeUcitas'' By this 
gni^fing, as I may call it, on old words, hajs our 
tongue been beautified by the three before-mention'- 
ed poets, Shakespeare, Fletcher, and Jonson, whose 
excellencies I c^n never enough admire ; and in this 
they liave b(een followed, especially by Sir . Johii 
SuckUng and Mx Waller, who refined upon them. 
Neither h%ve they, who succeeded them, been wanfe 
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ing in their endeavours to adorn our mother tongue : 
But it is not so lawful for me to praise my living 
contemporaries, as to admire my dead predecessors. 

I should now speak of the refinement of Wit ; 
but I have been so large on the former subject, that 
I am forced to contract myself in this. I will 
therefore only observe to you, that the wit of the 
last age was yet more inconect than their language.^ 
Shakespeare, who many times has written better than 
any poet, in any language, is yet so far from wri-- 
ting wit always, or expressing that wit according to 
the dignity of the subject, that he writes, in many 
places, below the dullest writers of ours, or any pre- 
cedent age. Never did any author precipitate him- 
self from such height of thought to so low expres- 
sions, as he often does. He is the very Janus of 
poets; he wears almost eveiy where two faces; and 
you have scarce begim to admire the one, ere you 
despise the other. Neither is the luxuriance of 
Fletcher, which his friends have taxed in him, a 
less fault than the carelessness of Shakespeare. He 
does not well always ; and, when he does, he is a 
true Englishman, — he knows not when to give over. 
If he wakes in one scene, he commonly slumbers 
in another; and, if he pleases you in the first three 
acts, he is frequently so tired with his labour, that 
he goes heavily in the fourth, and sinks under his 
burden in the fifth. 

For Ben Jonson, the most judicious of poets, 
he always writ properly, and as the character requi- 
red; and I will not contest farther with my friendsj 
who call that wit : it being very certain, that even 
folly itself, well represented, is wit in a larger sig- 
nification; and that there is fancy, aa well as judg- 
ment, in it, though not so much or noble : be- 
cause all poetry being imitation, that of folly is a 
iower exercise of fancy, though perhaps as difficult 
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as the other ; for it is a kind of looking downward 
in the poet, and repiesenting that part of mankind 
which IS helow him. 

In these low characters of vice and folly, lay the 
excellency of that inimitable writer; who, when at 
any time he aimed at wit in the stricter sense, that 
is, sharpness of conceit, was forced either to bor- 
row from the ancients, as to my knowledge he did 
veiy much from Plautus ; or, when he trusted him- 
selt alone, often fell into meanness of expression. 
Nay, he was not free from the. lowest and most 
groveling kind of wit, which we call clenches, of 
which " Every Man in his Humour' is infinitely 
full ; and, which is worse, the wittiest persons in 
the drama speak them. His other comedies are not 
exempt from them. Will you give me leave to 
name some few? Asper, in which character he per- 
sonates himself, (ana he neither was nor thought 
himself a fool) exclaiming against the ignorant 
judges of the age, speaks thus : 

How monstrous ^nd detested is'c, to see 
A fellow, that has neither art nor brain, 
Sit like an Aristarchus, or stark-assj 
Taking men's lines, willi a tobacco face. 
In snujf, &c. 

And presently after : " I marvel whose wit 'twas to 
put a prologue in yond Sackbut's mouth. They 
might well think he would be out of tune, and yet 
you d play upon him too." — ^Will you have another 
of the same stamp? " O, I cannot abide these limbs 
of sattifiy or rather Satan.'' 

But, it may be, you will object that this was As- 
per, Macilente, or Carlo Bafibne; yqu shall, there- 
fore, hear him speak in his own person, and that in 
the two last lines, or sting, of an epigram. It is in- 
scribed to .Fine Grand, who, he says, was indebted 
to him for many things which he reckons there ; 
and concludes thus ; 
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Forty things more, dear Grand^ which you kwjw true,, 
For which, or pay me quickly, or Til pay you. 

This was then the mode of wit,:the vice o£ the 
age, and not Ben Jonsan's ; for you see, a little be* 
fore him, that admirable wit, Sir Philip Sidney, perpc-* 
"bially playing with his words. In his time, I beliere, 
it ascended first into tlie pulpit, where (if you will 
give me leave to clench too) it yet finds the b^iefit 
of its clergy ; for they are commonly the first cor* 
rupters of eloquence, and the last reformed from vi** 
cious oratoty ; as a famous Italian has observed be-* 
fore me, in his Treatise of the Conniption of the Ita- 
lian Tongue ; which he principally ascribes to priests 
and preaching friars. 

But, to conclude with what brevity I can, I wiU 
only add this, in defence of our present writers^ 
that> if they reach not some excellencies q£ Bem 
Jonson, (which no age, I am confident, ever shall) 
yet, at least, they are above that meanness of 
thought which I have taxed, and which is frequent 
in him. 

That the wit of this age is much more courtly, 
may easily be proved, by viewing the characters of 
gentlemen which were written in the last. First, 
for Jonson: — ^Tme-wit, in the " Silent Woman,** 
was his master-piece; and Trucwit wis a scholar^ 
like kind of man, a gentleman with an allay of pe- 
dantry, a man who seems mortified to the worfd, 
by much reading. The best of his discourse i» 
drawn, not from the knowledge of the town, but 
books ; and, in short, he would be a fine gentlemani 
in an university. Shakespeare shewed the best of 
liis skill in his Mercutio ; and he said hintiself, that 
he was forced to kill him in the third act, to pre- 
vent being killed by him. But> for my part, I can- 
not find he was so dangerous a person : I see no** 
thing in him but what was so exceeding harmless, 
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that he might have lived to the end of tibc play, 
and died in his bed, without offence to any man. 

Fktcher's Don John is our only bugbear ; and yet 
I may affirm, without suspicion of flattery, that he 
now speaks better, and that his character is thain'- 
tained with much more vigour in the fourth and 
fifth acts, than it was by Fletcher in the three 
former, I have always acknowledged the wit of 
our predecessors, with all the veneration which be^ 
comes me ; but, I am sure, their wit was not that of 
gentlemen; there was ever somewhat that was ill- 
bred and clownish in it, and which confessed th^ 
conversation of the authors. 

And this leads me to the last and greatest ad- 
Vantage of our writing, which proceeds from con- 
versation. In the age wherein those poets lived, 
there was less of gallantry tlian in ours ; neither did 
they keep the best company of theirs. Their for^ 
tune has been much like that of Epicurus, in the 
retirement of his gardens; to live almojst unknown, 
and to be celebrated after their decease. I cannot 
find that any of them had been conversant in 
Courts, except Ben Jonson; and his genius lay not 
so much that way, as to make an improvement by 
it. Greatness was not then so easy of access, nor 
conversation so free, as now it is. I cannot, there-? 
fore, conceive it any insolence to affirm, that, by 
the knowledge and pattern of their wit who writ 
before us, and by the advantage of oiir own con- 
versation, the discourse and raillery of our comedies 
excel what has been written by them. And this 
will be denied by none, but some few old fellows 
who value themselves on their acquaintance with the 
Black Friars; who, because they saw tlieir plays, 
would pretend a right to judge ours. The memory 
of these grave gentlemen is their only plea for be- 
ing wits. They can tell a story of Ben Jonson, 

VOL. .IV. 3? 
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and, perhaps, have had fancy enough to give a sup^ 
per in the Apollo, that they mi^t be called his 
sons*: And, because they were drawn in to be 
laughed at in those times, they think themselves 
now sufficiently entitled to laugh at ours. Leam^ 
ing I never saw in any of them ; and wit no more 
than they could remember. In short, they were 
unlucky to have been bred in an unpolished age, 
and more unlucky to live to a refined one. They 
have lasted beyond their own, and are cast behind 
ours ; and, not contented to have known little at 
the age of twenty, they boast of their ignorance at 
threescore. ^ 

Now, if they ask me, whence it is that oor conver- 
sation is so much refined ? I must freely, and with- 
out flattery, ascribe it to the court; and, in it, parti- 
cularly to the king, whose example gives a law to it. 
His own misfortunes, and the nation s, afforded him 
an opportunity, which is rarely allowed to sovereign 
princes, I mean of travelling, and being conversant- 
in the most polished courts of Europe ; and, there- 
by, of cultivating a spirit which was formed by 
nature to receive the impressions of a gallant and 
generous education. At his return, he found a na- 
tion lost as much in barbarism as in rebellion : And, 
as the excellency of his nature forgave the one, so 
the excellency of his manners reformed the other. 



* The Apollo was Ben Jonson's fevourite club-room in th© 
Devil Tayern. The custonv of adopting his admirers and imita- 
tors, by bestowing upon them th^ title of Son, is often alluded to 
in his works. Ih Drydenls time, the fashion had so far changed, 
that the poetical progeny of old Ben seem to have incurred more 
ridicule ihan honour by this ambitious distinction. Oldwk, in 
Shad well's play, called Bury Fair, b described as *' a paltry old- 
fashioned wit and punner of the last ftge, that pretends to have 
been one of Ben Jonson's sons, and to have seen plays at the Black- 
friars." 
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The desire of imitating so great a pattern first 
awakened the dull and heavy spirits of the English 
from their natural reservedness ; loosened them 
fix)m their stiff forms of conversation, and made 
them easy and pliant to each other in discourse. 
Thus» insensibly, our way of living became more 
free ; and the fire of the English wit, which was 
before stifled under a constrained, melancholy way 
of breeding, began first to display its force, by*mix- 
ing the soKdftjr of omr nation with the air and 
gaiety of our neighbours*. This being- graxited to 
be true, it would be a wonder if the poets^. whose 
work, is imitation, should be the only persons iti 
three kingdoms who should not receive advantage 
by it ; or, if they should not more easily imitate 
the wit and conversation of the present age than of 
the past. . , . . » 

Let us therefore admire the beauties and the 
heights of Shakespeare, without falling after him in- 
to a. carelessness, and, as I may call it, a lethargy 
of thought, for whole scenes together. Let us imi- 
tate, as we are able, the quickness and easiness of 
Fletcher, without proposing him as a pattern to us, 
either in the redundancy of his matter, or the in- 
correctness of his language. Let us admire his wit 
and shaipness of conceit; but let us at the same 
time acknowledge, that it was seldom so fixed,. apd 
made proper to his character, as that the same 
things might not be spoken by any person in the 
play. Let us applaud his scenes of love; but let 



* This passage, though complimentary %o Charles, contains much 
sober truth : . Having considerable taste for the Belles Lettres, he 
cultivated them during his exile, and was naturally swayed by the 
French rules of composition, particularly as applicable to the 
Theatre. These he imported with him at his Restoration ; and 
hence arose the Heroic Drama, so much cultivated by our author. 
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US confess, that he understood not either greatness 
or perfect honour in the parts of any of his women. 
In fine, let us allow, that he had so much fancy, as 
when he pleased he could write wit ; but that he 
wanted so much judgment^ as seldom to have writ- 
ten humour, or described a pleasant folly. Let us 
ascribe to Jonson, the height and accuracy of judg- 
ment in the ordering of his plots, his choice of chiar 
racters, and maintaining what he had chosen to the 
end : But let us not think him a perfect pattern of 
imitation, CTccept it be in humour ; for love, which 
is the foundation of all comedies in other langua- 
ges, is scarcely mentioned in any of his plays : And 
for humour itself, the poets of this age will be more 
wary than to imitate the meanness of his persons* 
Gentletnen will now be entertained with the follies 
of each other ; and, though they allow Cobb and 
Tib to speak properly, yet they are not much plea- 
sed with their tatikafd, or with their rags: And 
surely their conversation can be no jest to them on 
the theatre, when they, would avoid it in the street- 
To conclude all, let us render to our predecessors 
what is their due, without confining ourselves to a 
servile imitation of all they writ; and, without as^ 
siuning to ourselves the title of better poets, let us 
ascribe tp the gallantry and civility of our age the ; 
advantage which we hiave above them, and, to our 
knowledge of the customs and manners of it^ the 
happiness we have to please beyond them. 
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The bold Epilogue, which is here defended with so much ani- 
mation, and the censure which it threw on the fathers of the .stage, 
•eenis to have given grei^ offence. It is thus severely assailed 
)^y Eochester : 

But does not Dryden fiad even Jonson duii f 
Beaumont and Fletcher incorrect, and full 
Of lewd lines, as he caUs them ? Shakespeare's stvle 
Stiff and affected ? to his own, the while. 
Allowing all the justice that his pride 
$0 accogaAtly had to these denosd : 
And may 1 not have leave impartially , 

To search and censure pry den's works, and try 
If those gross faults, his choice pen doth'coinrait. 
Proceed from want of judgment, or of wit ? 
.Or if his luix4>ish fancy d^ ie&ise 
. Spirit and grace to his loose slattern niuse ? 
Five hundred verses, every morning- writ. 
Prove him no more a poet thou a wit» 

It i^ a bold, perhaps a presumptuous task, to attempt to separate 
the true from the false criticism in the fo^^going essay ; for who is 
qualified to be umpire betwixt Shakespeare and Dry den ^ Never'^ 
theless, our knowledge of the manners of the respective ages wiiich 
these extraordinary men adorned, and the remoteness of our o>vn 
from both, may enable us, with impartiality at least, to sift the 
grounds of Dryden's censure. The nature of the stage in the days of 
Shakespeare has been ascert^-ined* by the sedulous exertions of his 
commeatators. A variety of small theatres, all of Uiem accessible 
to the lowest of the people, poor and rude in all the arts of deco- 
ration, ^ere dispersed through London when Shakespeare and Jon-? 
son wrote for die stage. It was a natural consequence, that the 
writingjs of these great men were biassed by the taste of those, for 
whom they wrote; 

For those, who live to please^ miut please, to live* 

Art was not demanded ; and when used by Jonsojj, he complains 
it was not duly appreciated. Men of a middle rank were then 
probably worse educated than our mere vulgar. }}ut the good 
old time bore rough and manly spirits, who came prepared with a 
^ibute of tears and laughter, to bursts of pathos, or effusions of 
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\ _ 
humour, although incapable of receiving the delights Ti^hi<^ mjeot* 
tivated mind derives from the gradual developement of a sti>ry, the 
just dependence of its parts upon each other,' the minute b^uties 
of language, and the absence of every thing incongruous or inde- 
corous. Dryden, on the other hand, wrote for a stage patronized 
by a monarch and his courtiers, who were professed j lodges of dra- 
matic composition ; while the rigour of religious prejudice, and 
perhaps a just abhorrence of the licentious turn of the drama^ 
banished from the theatres a great proportion of the middle classes^ 
always the most valuable part of an audience ; because, wi|h a 
certain degree of cultivation, they unite an unhacknied energy of 
feeling. Art, therefore, became, in the days of Dryden, not only 
a requisite qualification, but even the principal attribute of the 
dramatic poet. He was to address himself to the heads and judg- 
ments of his audience, on the acuteness of which they piqued 
themselves ; not to their feelings, stupified, probably, by selfish 
dissipation. Even the acquisition and exercise of critical know- 
ledge tends to blunt the sense of natural beauties, as a refined 
harmonist becomes indifferent to the strains of simple melody. 
Hence the sacrifices which Shakespeare made, without being af^are, 
to the taste of his age, were amply compensated by his being/called 
upon, and, as it were, compelled, by the nature of his audience, 
to rouse them with his thunder, and to melt them with his dew. 
. I question much if the age of Charles H. would have borne the 
introduction of Othello or Falstaff. We may find something like 
Dryden's self-complacent opinion expressed by the editor of Cor- 
neille, where he civilly admits, " Corneille etoif inegal commt 
Shakespeare^ et pUin de genie comme lui : mats le genie de Cor- 
neille etoit a celui de Shakespeare ce qu' un seigneur est a Fegard 
d^un homme de peupk, ne avec le meme esprit que luiJ* In other 
words, the works of the one retain th6 rough, bold tints of nature 
and originality, while those of the other are qualified by the arti- 
ficial restraints which fashion imposes upon the homme de con- 
dition. It is, therefore, unjustly, that Dryden dwells so long 
on Shakespeare's irregularities, amongst which I cannot help sus- 
pecting he includes some of his greatest beauties. While we do 
not defend his quibbles and carwitchets, as Bibber would have 
termed them, we may rejoice that he purchased, at so slight a 
sacrifice, the power and privilege of launching into every subject 
with a liberty as unbounded as his genius ; 

As there is music* uninformed by art* 
In those wild notes/ which, with a merry heartji 
The birds in unfrequented shades express* 
Which better taught at home* yet please us less. 
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MARRIAGE A-LA-MODE 

A COMEDY. 



\ 



"Qidcquid sum egOy quamvis 



Infra LuciU censum inf^eniumque^ tamen mt 
Cum magnis vixisse^ invitafatebitur usque 
Invidia^ etfragili quarens illidere dentem^ 
Qfendet soMo. ^Horat. Sebm. 
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Maariaob a-la-vode was one of Dryden's most successful 
(Comedies. A venerable praiser of the past time, in a curious 
letter printed in the Gentleman's Magazine for 1745, gives us 
this account of its first representation. " This comedy, acted, by 
his Majesty^s servants at the Theatre-Royal, made its first appear- 
ance with extraordinary lustre. Divesting myself of the old man, 
I solemnly declare, that you have seen no such acting, no, not in 
any degree since. The players were then, l673, on a court esta- 
blishment, seventeen men, and eight women." Gent. Mag, Vol. 
XV. p. 09. From a copy of verses, to which this letter is annexed, 
we learn the excellence of the various performers by whom th6 
piece was first presented. They are addressed to a young actress. 

Henceforth, in livelier characters excel. 

Though 'lis gieal; merit to act folly well ; 

Take, take from Dry den's hand MeLantha's part. 

The gaudy effort of luxuriant art. 

In all imagination's glitter drest ; 

What from her lips fantastic Montfort caught. 

And almo6t moved the thing the poet thought. 

These scenes^ the' glory of a cbmic age, 
(If decency could blanch each sullied page) 
Peruse, admire, and give unto the stage ; 
Or thou, or beauteous Woffington, display 
What Dryden's self, with pleasure, might survey* 
£ven he, before trhose visionary eyes, 
^elantba, robed in ever-varying dies. 
Gay fancy's work, appears, actor renowned, 
like Roscius, ^ith theatric laurels crowned, 
Cibber will smile applause, and think agiua 
Of Harte, and Mohua, and all the female tmm, 
Cozca Marshal, pryden's Reeve, 3et Sladte, and Charles's reiga. 

Mrs Monfort, who, by her second marria^, became Mrs Ver- 
bruggen, was the first who appeared in the highly popular part of 
jVIelantha^ and the action and character appear to have been held 
incomparable by that unquestionable judge of the hujnour of a 
^coquette, or coxcomb, . the illustrious Cofley Cibber. " Melan- 
tha/' says Cibber, *' is as finished an impertinent as ever fluttered 
in a drawing-room; and seems to contain the most complete sys- 
tem of female foppery that could possibly be crowded into the tor- 
tQ|red form of a fii^e lady« Her language, dress, motion, manners, 
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soul, and body, are in a continual hurry to be something more 
than is necessary or commendable. And, though I doubt it will be 
a vain labour to offer you a just likeness of Mrs Monfort's action, 
yet the fantastic expression is still so strong in my memory, that I 
cannot help saying something, though fantastically, about it. The 
iirst ridiculous airs, that break from her, are upon a gallant never 
seen before, who delivers her a letter from her father, recommend* 
ing him to her good graces as an honourable loven Here, now, 
one would think she might naturally shew a little of the sex's de- 
cent reserve, though never so slightly covered. No/ sir, not a tit- 
tle of it :^Modesty is a poor-souled country gentlewoman; she is 
too much a court lady to be under so vulgar a confusion. She 
reads the. letter, therefore, with a careless dropping lip, and an 
erected brow, humming it hastily over, as if she were impatient to 
outgo her father's commands, by making a complete conquest of 
hi^i at once ; and, that the letter might not embarrass the attack, 
crack ! she crumbles it at once into her palm, and pours down^p- 
on him her whole artillery of airs, eyes, and motion ; down goes 
her dainty diving body to the ground, as if she were sinking under 
the conscious load of her own attractions ; then launches into a 
flood of fine language and compliment, still playing -her chest for- 
ward in fifty falls and risings, like a swan upon waving water ; 
and, to complete her impertinence, she is so rapidly tohd of her own 
wit, that she will not give her lover leave to praise it. Silent as- 
senting bows, and vain endeavours to speak, are all the shai» of 
the conversation he is admitted to, which, at last, he is removed 
from by her engagement to half a score of visits, which she swims 
from him to make, with a promise to return in a twinkling.'' Cift- 
her'a Apology, p. 99. 

By this lively sketch, some judgment may be formed of the ef- 
fect produced by the character of Melantha, when ably represent- 
ed ; but, to say the truth, we could hardly have drawn the same 
deduction from a simple perusal of the piece. Of the French 
phrases, which the affected lady throws into her conversation, 
some have been since naturalized., as good graces., mnuet; chagrin^ 
grimace, ridicule, and others. Little can be said of the tragie 
part of the drama. The sudden turn of fortune in the conclusion 
is ridiculed in " The Rehearsal." 

The researches of ^Ir Malone have ascertained that '" Mar- 
riage A-la-Mode" was first acted in 1 673, in an old theatre in Lin- 
c(^n's-Inn-Fields, occupied by the King's company, after that in 
Driiry-Lane had been burned, and during its re-building. Th^ 
play was printed in the same year. 
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TO 



THE EIGHT HONOURABLE 



THE 



EARL OF ROCHESTER* 



My Lord, 

A HUMBLY dedicate to your Lordship that poem, 
of which you were pleased to appear an early pa- 
tron, before it was acted on the jstage. I may yet 
go farther, with your permissioUj and say, that it 



* The patron, whom Dryden here addresses, was the fampus 
John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester, the wittiest, perhaps, and most 
dissolute, among the witty and dissolute courtiers of Charles II. 
It is somewhat remarkable, and may be considered as a just judg- 
ment upon the poet, that he was, a few years afterwards, way- laid 
and severely beaten by bravoes, whom Lord Rochester employed 
to revenge the share which Dryden is supposed to have had in the 
Essay on Satire. The reader is referred to the life of the author 
for the particulars of this occurrence, which is here recalled to his 
recollection, as a striking illustration of the inutility, as well as 
-meanness, of ill applied praise ; sjnce even the eulogy of Dryden, 
'"■ liqpever liberally bestowed and beautifully expressed, failed to save 
him from the most unhianly treatment at the hands of the worth.-r 
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received amendment from your noble hands ere it. 
was fit to be presented. You may please likewise 
to remember, with how much favour to the author, 
and indulgence to the play, you commended it to 
the view of his Majesty, then at Windsor, and, by 
his approbation of it in writing, made way for its 
kind reception on the theatre. In this dedication^ 
therefore, I may seem to imitate a custom of the 
ancients, who offered to their gods the firstlings of 
the flock, (which, I think, they called Ver sacrum) 
because they helped them to increase. I am sure, 
if there be any thing in this play, wherein I have 
raised myself beyond the ordinary lowness of my 
comedies, I ought wholly to acknowledge it to the 
favour of being admitted into your lordship's con- 
versation. And not only I, who pretend not to this 
way, but the best comic writers of our age, will join 
with me to acknowledge, that they have copied the 



less and heartless object, on whom it wfie wasted. It is melancholy 
to see Dryden, as may be fairly inferred from his motto, piqueing 
himself on being admitted into the society of siich men as Rochester, 
and enjoying their precarious favour. Mr Malone has remarked, 
that even in the course of the year l673, when this dedication 
came forth, Rochester entertained the perverse ambition of direct- 
ing the public favour, not according to merit, but to his own ca- 
price. Accordingly, he countenanced Settle in his impudent ri- 
valry of Dryden, and wrote a prologue to the ** Empress of Mo- 
rocco,'* when it was exhibited ^t Whitehall. Perhaps, joined to 9 
certain envy of Dryden's talents, the poet's intimacy with Sheffidd 
Earl of Mulgrave gave offence to Rochester. It is certain they 
were never afterwards reconciled; and even after Rochester's death, 
Dryden only mentions his once valued patron, as '* a man of quality 
whose ashes he >vill not disturb."-— Eway on the Origin and Fro- 
gress of Satire, prefixed to Juvenal, It would seem, however, 
that this dedication was very favourably received hy Rochester, 
since a letter of Dryden's to that nobleman is still extant, in which 
he acknowledges a flattering return of compliment from his Lot^-^ 
ship in exchange for it. 

4 
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gallantries of courts, the delicacy of expression, and 
the decencies of behaviour, from your lordship, with^ 
more success, than if they had taken their models from 
the court of France. But this, my lord, will be no 
wonder to the world, which knows the excellency 
of your natural parts, and those you have acquired 
in a noble education. That which, with more rea- 
son, I admirfe, is^ that being so absolute a courtier, 
you have not foi-got either the tics of friendship, or 
the practice of generosity. In my little experience 
of a court, (which, I confess, I desire not to improve) 
I have found in it much of interest, and more or 
detraction : Few men there have that assurance of 
a friend, as not to be made ridiculous by him when 
they are absent. There are a middling sort of cour- 
tiers, who become happy by their want of wit; but 
they supply that want by an excess of malice to 
those who have it. Arid there is no such persecu- 
tion as that of fools : They can never be consider- 
able enough to be talked of themselves ; so that they 
are safe only in their obscurity, and grow mischievous 
to witty men, by the great diligence of their envy, 
and by being always present to represent and aggra- 
vate^their faults. In the mean time, they are forced, 
when they endeavour to be pleasant, to live on the 
offals of their Avil whom they deciy ; and einief to 
quote it,. (which they do unwillingly) or to pass it 
upon others for their own. These are the men who 
make it their business to chace wit from the know- 
ledge of princes, lest it should disgrace their igno- 
rance. And this kind of malice your lordship has 
not so much avoided, as surmounted. But if by the 
excellent temper of a royal master, always more 
ready to hear good than ill; if by his inclination to 
love you ; if by your own merit and address ; if by 
the charms of yoiir conversation, the grace of your 
behaviour, your knowledge of greatness, and habi* 
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tude in courts, you have been able to preserve your- 
self with honour in the midst of so dangerous a 
course; yet at least the remembrance of those ha- 
zards has inspired you with pity for other men, who^ 
being of an inferior wit and quality to you, are yet 
persecuted, for being that in little, which your 
lordship is in great* For the quarrel of those 

rjople extends itself to any thing of sense ; and if 
may be so vain to own it, amongst the rest of the 
poets, has sometimes reacbed to tne very borders of 
it, even to me. So that, if our general good fortune 
had not raised up your lordship to defend us, I 
know not whether any thing had been more ridicu- 
lous in court than writers. It is to your lordship's 
favour we generally owe our pi-otection and potrcm- 
age; and to the nobleness of your nature, which 
will not suffer the least shadow of your wit to be 
contemned in other men. You have been often 
pleased, not only to excuse my imperfections, but 
to vindicate what was tolerable in my writings from 
their censures ; and, what I never can forget, you 
have not only been careful of my reputation, but of 
my fortune. You have been solicitous to supply, 
my neglect of myself; and to overcome the fatal 



* When this play was acted for the first time in l6?3. But 
about 1675, Rochester contrived to give such offence as- eveni 
the excellent ten^per of his royal master was unable to digest. This 
was by writing a lampoon called " The Insipids,*' in which th& 
person and character of Charles are treated with most merciles* 
and irreverent severity. It begins thus : 

Chaste> pious, prudent, Charles the Second^ 

The miracie of thy Restoration 
May like to that of quails be reckoned^ 

Gained on the Israelitish nation ; 
Tlie wished-for blessing, from heaven sent. 
Became their curse and punishment. 

For this satiric effusion the author was banished from the court- 
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modesty of poets, which submits them to perpetual 
wants, rather than to become importunate with 
those people who have the liberality of kings in 
their disposing, and who, dishonouring the bounty 
of their master, suffer such to be in necessity who 
endeavour at least to please him; and for whose 
entertamment he has generously provided, if the 
fruitd of his royal favour were not often stopped in 
other hands. But your lordship has given me oc- 
casion, not to complain of courts whilst you arc 
there. I have found the effects of your mediation 
in all my concernments ; and they were so much 
the more noble in you, because they were wholly 
voluntary. I, became your lordships, (if I may ven- 
ture on the similitude) a$ the world was made, with- 
out knowing him who made it; and brought only 
a passive obedience to be your creature. This no- 
bleness of yours I think myself the rather obliged 
to own, because otherwise it must have been lost to 
all remembrance: For ^ you are endowed with that 
excellent quality of a rrank nature, to forget the 
goqd which you have done. 

But, my lord, I ought to have considered, that 
you are as great a judge, as you are a patron; and 
that in praising vou ill, I should incur a higher note 
of ingratitude, than that I thought to have avoided. 
I stand in need of all your accustomed goodness for 
the dedication of this play ; which, though perhaps 
it be the best of my comedies, is yet so faulty, that 
I should have feared you for my critic, if I had not, 
with some policy, given you the trouble of being 
my protector. Wit seems to have lodged itself more 
nobly in this age, than in any of the former; and 
people of my mean condition are only writers, be- 
cause some of the nobility, and your lordship in the 
first plac6, are above the narrow praises which poesy 
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could give you. But, let those who love to see thertt- 
selves exceeded, encourage your lordship in so dan- 
gerous a quality ; for my own part, I must confess, 
that I have so much of self-interest, as to be content 
with reading some papers of your verses, without 
desiring yotx should proceed to a scene, or playj 
with the common prudence of those who are worst- 
ed in a duel, and declare they are satisfied, when 
they are first wounded. Your lordship has but 
another step to make, and from the patron of wit, 
you may become its tyrant; and oppress our little 
reputations with more ease than you now protect 
them. But these, my lord, are designs, which I 
am sure you harbour not any more than the French 
king is contriving the conquest of the Swissers. It 
is a barren triumph, which is not worth your pains; 
and would only rank him amongst your slaves, who 
is already, 

My Lord, 

Your Lordship's most obedient, 

And most faithful ser\^ant, 

John Dkydek^ 
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LoBD, how reformed and quiet are we growil, 
Since all our braves and all our wits are gone ! 
Fop-corner now is free fr6.m civil war, 
White-wig and vizard make no longer jar. 
France, and the fleet, have swept the town so clear^ 
That we can act in peace, and you can hear. 
Twas a sad sight, before they marched from homei 
To see our warriors in red waistcoats come. 
With hair tucked up, into our tireing-room. 
But 'twas more sad to hear their last adieu : 
The women sobbed, and swore they would be true $ 
And so they yfere, as long as e'er they could^ 
But powerful guinea cannot be withstood, 
And they were made of play-houSe flesh and blood. 
Fate did their friends for double use ordain ; 
In wars abroad they grinning honour gain. 
And mistresses, for all that stay, maintain. 
Now they are gone, 'tis dead vacation here, 
For neither friends nor enemies appear. 
Poor pensive punk now peeps ere plays begin, 
Sees the bare bench, and dares not venture in;] 
But manages her last half-crown with care, 
And trudges to the Mall, on foot, for air. 
Our city friends so far will hardly come. 
They can take up with pleasures nearer home ; 
And see gay shows, and gaudy scenes elsewhere ; 
For we presume they seldom come to hear. 
But they have now ta'en up a glorious trade, 
And cutting Morecraft * struts in masquerade. 



* la the conclusion of Beaumont and Fletcher's play of " The Scornful 
Lady," Morecraft, an usurer, turns a cutter, or, as we now saj, a buck. 
Dryden seems to allude to Ravenscroft's play of " The Citizen turned Gen- 
tleman," a transmigration somewhat resembling that of cutting Morecraft. 
This play was now acting by the Duke's company is Dorset Gardens, wbi^h^ 
from its situation^ says Mr Malone, was much frequented by citi^eps^ as b«r# 
>n8innated. 



VOL. IV- 



Digiti 



izedbyGdOgle 



S42 FKOLOGV£« 

There's all our hope, for we shall shew to-day 
A masking ball, to recommend our play ; 
Nay, to endear them more, and let them see 
We scorn to come behind in courtesy. 
We'll follow the new mode which they begin. 
And treat them with a room, and couch within : 
For that's one way, howe'er the play fall shorty 
To oblige the town, the city» and the court. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON^:. 

pQLYDAMAs, Usurper of Sicily. 
Leon IDAS, the rightfulJPrincej unknown. 
Akg At.i:o^ y favourite to Polydamas. 
HERMOGZiif^s^ foster father to Leonidasl 
EuBULus, his friend and companion. 
Rhodophil, captain of the guards. 
Palamede, a courtier. 

Palmyra, daughter to the Usurper. 
Amalthea, sister to Argaleon. 
DoRALicE, wfe to Rhodophil. 
Melantha, an affected lady. 
Philotis, woman to Melantha* 
Beliza, xvoman to Doralice. 
Artemis, a court lady. 



SCENE,— Sicihf. 
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ACT I. 

SCENEL—fP'alks near the Court 

Enter Doralice and Beliza, 

Dor. Beliza, bring the lute into this arbour ; the 
walks are .empty : I would try the song the princess 
Amalthea bade me learn. 

[Tha/ go iuj and sing. 



JVhy should a foolish marriage *C0W^ 

fVhich long ago was made, ^ 
Oblige us to each other noWy 

fFhen passion is decayed? 
We lovedj and we bwed^ as long as we couldj 

'Till our hve was kwed out in us both ; 
But our marriage is dead, when the pleasure isjled: 

'Twos pleasure first madt it an oath. 

II. 

If I h/rce pleasures fmr a friend. 

And further love in store, 
JVhat wrong has he, whose joys did end, 

And who could give no more? 
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'Us a madness that he 

Should be jealous of me, 

Or that I should bar him of another: 

For all we can fain, 

Is to give ourselves pain, 

When neither can hinder the other. 

Enter Palamede, in a riding-habit, and hears the 
Song. Re-enter Doralice and Beliza. 

BeL Madam, a stranger. 

Dor. I did not think to have had witnesses of my 
bad singing. 

Fala. If I have erred, madam, I hope you'll par- 
don the curiosity of a stranger; for I may well call 
myself so, after five years absence from the court : 
but you have freed me from one er^ror. 

Dor. What's that, I beseech you? 

Pala. I thought good voices, and ill faces, had 
been inseparable ; and that to be fair, and sing well, 
had been only the privilege of angels. 

Dor. And how many more of these fine things 
can you say to me? 

Pala. Very few, madam ; for if I should conti^ 
nue to see you some hours longer, you look so kill- 
ingly, that I should be mute with wonder. 

Dor. This will not give you the reputation of a 
wit with me. You travelling monsieurs live upon 
the stock you have got abroad, for th? first day or 
two : to repeat with a good memory, and apply 
with a good grace, is all your wit ; and, commonly, 
your gullets are sewed up, like coimorants. When 
you have regorged what you have taken in, you are 
the leanest things in nature. 

Pala. Then, madam, I think you h?id best make 
that use of me ; let me Wait on you Ibr two or three 
days together, and you shall hear aMl h^ve learnt 
pf extraordinary i^ other countries ; ajid one thing 
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which I never aaw 'till I came home, tbftt is^ a lady 
of a better voice, bettec &ce, and better wit^ tiian. 
any I have seen abcoad Ajnd, after this^ if I $hould> 
not declate myself most passionately in love with: 
you, I should have less wit than yet you think I, 
nave. 

Dor. A very plain, and pithy declaration. I Hfc^ 
fiu^, you have been travelhng in Spain or Italy, or 
some of the hot countries, where men come to thei 
point immediately. But are you sure these are not 
words of coarse? Fer I would not give ray poor 
heart an occasion >of complaint against me, that I 
engaged it too rashly, and then could not bring it 
off. 

I^dia. Your heart may trust itself with me safe- 
ly; I shall use it vejy civilly while it stays, an4 
never turn it away, without fair warning to provide 
for itself. 

Dor. First, then, , I do receive your passion with 
as little consideration, on my part, as ever you gave 
it me, on yours. And now, $ee what a miserable 
wretch ycni have made yourself I 

Fala. Who, I miserable? Thank you for that 
Give me love enough, and life enpugh, and I d^f^ 
Fortune. 

Dor. Know, then, thou man of vain imagination, 
luaow, to thy utteo confusion, that I am virtuous. 

Palo. Such another w;ord, and I give up th^p 
ghost. 

Dor. Then, to strike you quite dead, know that 
I aim married too. 

Pabk Art thou married? O tiiou damnable vir- 
tuous woman I / 

Dor. Yes, married to a gentleman ; ybung, hand- 
somej ricK valiant, and with all the good qualities 
that will make you despairi awi bang yourself. 

Fah. Well, in spite of all that, I'li love you.: Fox- 
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tutie has cut us out for one another; for I am to he 
married' within these three days; married, past re- 
demption, to a young, fair, rich, and virtuous lady; 
and it shall go hard but I will love my wife as little, 
as, I perceive, you do your husband. 

Dor. Remember, I invade no propriety : my ser- 
vant you are, only 'till you are married. 

Pala. In the meantime, you are to forget you 
have a husband. 

Dor. And you, that you are to have a wife. 

Bel. [aside J to her Ladtf.] O madam, my lord's 
just at the end of the walks ! and, if you make not 
haste, will discover you. 

Dor. Some other time, new servant, we'll talk 
further of the premises ; in the mean while, break 
not my first commandment, that is, not to follow 
me. 

Pala. But where, then, shall I find you again? 

Dor. At court. Yours, for two days, sir. 

Fak' And nights, I beseech you, madam. 

[Ej;eunt Doralice and Beliz- 

Pala. Well, 111 say that for thee, thou art a very 
dexterous executioner; thou hast done my business 
at one stroke : yet I must marry another — and yet 
I must love this ; and if it lead me into some little 
inconveniencies, as jealousies, and duels, and death, 
and so forth — ^yet, while sweet love is in the case, 
Fortune, do thy worst, and avaunt, mortality ! 

Enter B^uoDOVUiLy who seems speaking to one within. 

Rho. Leave 'em with my lieutenant, while Ifetch 
new orders from the king. — How? Palamede! 

[Sees Palamede. 

Pala. Rhodophil! 

Rho. Who thought to have seen you in Sicily? 

Pala. Who thought to have found the court so 
far from Syracuse? 

Rhon The king best knows the reason of the pro- 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



SCENE I. HARllIAX^t: A-LA-MODE. 349 

gress. Bat, ai3iswer me, I beseech you, what brought 
you home from travel? 

Pala. Hie commands of an old rich father. 

Rho. And the hopes of burying him ? 

Pala. Both together, as you see, have prevailed 
on my good nature. In few words, my old man has 
already married me; for he has agreed >vith another 
old man, as rich and as covetous as himself; the ar- 
ticles are drawn, and I have given my consent, for 
fear of being disinherited ; and yet know not what 
kind of woman I am to many. 

Rho. Sure your father intends you some very ug- 
ly wife, and has a mind to keep you in ignoi;ance 
till you have shot the gulf. 

. Pala. I know not that; but obey I will, and 
must. 

Rho. Then I cannot chuse but grieve for all the 
good girls and courtezans of France and Italy. 
They have lost the most kind-hearted, doting, pro- 
digal humble servant, in Europe. 

Pala. All I could do, in these three years I staid 
behind you, was to comfort the poor creatures for 
the loss of you. But what's the reason that, in all 
this time, a friend could never hear from you ? 

Rho. Alas, dear Palamede ! I have had no joy to 
write, nor indeed to do any thing in the world to 
please me. The greatest misfortune imaginable is 
fallen upon me. 

Pala. Pry thee, what's the matter? 

Jlho, In one word, I am married: wretchedly 
married; and have been above these two years. 
Yes,' faith, the devil has had power over me, in 
spite of my vows and resolutions to the contraiy. 

Pala. I find you have sold yourself for filthy lucre ; 
^he's old, or ill conditioned. 

Rho. No; none of these: I'm sure she's young; 
and, for her humour, she laughs, sings, and dancejj 
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eternally; and, which is more, we never quarrel 
about it, for I do the same. 

Pak. You're vety unfortunate indeed : then the 
case is plain, she is not handsome. 

Rho. A great beauty too, as people say. 

Pala. As people say? why, you snould know that 
best yourself. 

Rho. Ask those, who have smelt to a strong per* 
fume two years together, wlxit's the scent. 

Pala. But here are good qualities enough for one 
woman. 

Rho. Ay, too many, PaJamede^ If I could put 
them into three or four women, I should be con- 
tent. 

Pah. O, now I have found it ! you dislike her 
for no other reason but because she's your wife. 

Rho. And is not that enough? All that I know 
of her perfections now, is only by m^naory. I re* 
member, indeed, that about two years ago I loved 
her passionately ; but those golden days^ are gone, 
Palamede : Y^t I loved her a whole half year, doable 
the natural term of any mistress ; and i think, in 
my conscience, I couW have held out another quar* 
ter, but then the world began to laugh at me, and 
a certain shame, of being out of fashion, seized me. 
At last, we arrived at that piHUt, that there wa& nor 
thing left in us to make us new to one another^ 
Yet still I set a good face upon the matter, and am 
infinite fond of her before company ; but when we 
are alpne, we walk like lions in a room ; she one 
way, and I another. And we lie with our backs to 
each other, so far distant, as if the ^shion of great 
beds was only invented to keep husband and wife 
sufficiently asunder. 

Pala. The truth is, your disease is very desperate; 
but, though you cannot be cured, you may be patch- 
ed up a little : you must get you a mistress, Rha^ 
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dophil. That, indeed, is living upon cordials ; but, 
as fast as one fkilsj you must supply it with another.' 
You're like a gamester who has lost his estate; yet,, 
in doing that, you have learned the advantages of 
play, and can arrive to live upon t. 

Rho. Truth is, I have been thinking on t, and 
have just resolved to take your counsel ; and, faith, 
considering the damned disadvantages of a married 
man, I have provided well enough, for a.poor hum- 
ble sinner, that is not ambitious of great matters. 

Pala. What is she, for a woman ? 

Rho. One of the stars of Syracuse, I assure you : 
Young enough, fair enough; and, but for one qua- 
lity, just sucn a woman as I could wish. 

Pak. O friend, this is not an age to be critical 
in beauty. When we had good store of handsome 
women, and but few chapmen, you might have been 
more curious in your choice ; but now the price is 
enhanced upon us, and all mankind set up for mis- 
tresses, so that poor little creatures, without beauty^ 
birth, orbreedmg, but only impudence, go oflf at 
unreasonable rates : And a man, m these hard times, 
snaps at them, as he does at broad gold; never exa*» 
mines the weight, but takes light or heavy, as he 
can get it. 

Rho. But my mistress has one fault, that's almost 
unpardonable ; for, being a town-lady, without any 
relation to the court, yet she thinks herself undone 
if she be not seen there three or four times a day 
with the princess Amalthea. And, for the king, 
she haunts and watches him so narrowly in a morn- 
ing, that she prevents even the chemists, who beset 
his chamber, to turn their mercury into his gold. ' 

Pala. Yet, hitherto, methinks, you are no very 
unhappy man. 

Rho. With all this, she's the greatest gossip in 
nature; for, besides the court, she's the most eternal 
1 
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visitor of the town; and yet manages her time so 
well, that she seems ubiquitary. For my part, I 
can compare her to nothing but the sun ; for, like 
him, she takes no rest, nor ever sets in one place, 
but to rise in another. 

Pala. I confess, she had need be handsome, with 
these qualities. 

Rho. No lady can be so curious of a new fashion, 
as she is of a new French word : she's the very mint 
of the nation ; and as fast as any bullion comes out 
of France, coins it immediately mto our language. 

Pala. And her name is 

Rho, No naming; that snot like a cavalier: Find 
her, if you can, by my description ; and I am not 
so ill a painter that I need write the name beneath 
the picture. 

Pala. Well, then, how far have you proceeded in 
your love ? 

Rho. 'Tis yet in the bud, and what fmit it may 
bear I cannot tell; for this insufferable humour, of 
hauntipg the court, is so predominant, that she has 
liitherto broken all her assignations with me, for 
fear of missing her visits there. 

Pala. Tliat's the hardest part of your adventure. 
But, for aught I see, fortune has used us both alike : 
I have a strange kind of mistress too in court, be- 
sides her I am to marry. 

Rho. You have made haste to be in love, then; 
for, if I am not mistaken, you are but this day ar- 
rived. 

Pala. That s all one : I have seen the lady al- 
ready, who has charmed me ; seen her in these 
walks, courted her, and received, for the first time^ 
an answer that does not put me into despair. 

To them Argaleon, Amalthea, and Artemis. 
I'll tell you more at leisure my adventures. The* 
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walks fill apace, I see. Stay, is not that the young 
lord Argaleon, the king's favourite ? 

Rho, Yes, and as proud as ever, as ambitious, and 
as revengeful. 

. Pala. How keeps he the king's fevour with these 
qualities? 

Rhe. Argaleon 3 father helped him to the crown: 
besides, he gilds over all his vices to the king, and, 
standing in the dark to him, sees all his inclinations, 
interests, and humours, which he so times and 
soothes, that, in effect, he reigns. 

Pala. His sister Amaltbea, who, I giiess, stands 
by him, seems not to be of his temper. 

Rho. O, she's all goodness and generosity. 

Arga. Rhodophil, the king expects you earnest- 

Rho. Tis done, my lord, what he commanded: I 
only waited his return from hunting. Shall I at- 
tend your lordship to him ? 

Arga. No; I go first ianotherway. \Exit hastily^ 

Pala. He seems in haste, and discomposed. 

Amal. \to Rhod. after a nhort whisper^] Your 
friend? then he must needs be of much merit. 

Rho. When he h^s kissed the king's hand, I 
know he'll beg the honour to kiss yours. Come, 
Palamede. ' 

[Ejceunt Rho do. and Pala. bowing to 
Amal. 

Arte. Madam, you tell me most surprising news. 

Amal. The fear of it, you see, 
Has discomposed my brother ; but to me, 
All, that can bring my country good, is welcome. 

Arte. It seems incredible, that this old king, 
Whom all the world thought childless. 
Should come to search the farthest parts of Sicily^, 
In hope to find an heir. 

AniaL To lessen your astonishment, I will 
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Unfold some private passages of state, 
Of which you are yet ignorant : Know, firsl^ 
That this Polydamus, who reigns^ unjustly 
Gained the crown. 

jdrte. Somewhat of this I have confusedly 
heard. 
: JmaL I'll tell you all in brief: Theagenes, 
Our last great king, 

Had, by his queen, one only son, an infant 
Of three years old, called, after him, Theagenea. 
The general, this Poly damns, then married; 
The public feasts for which were scarcely pasti 
When a rebellion in the heart of Sicily 
Called out the king to arm& 

Arte. Polydamus 
Had then a just excuse to stay behind, 

jimali His temper was too warlike to ^ccppt it. 
He left his bride, and the new joys of marriage^ 
And followed to the field. In short, they fought^ 
The rebels were o'ercome ; but in the fight 
The too bold king received a mortal wound. 
When he perceived his end approaching near, 
He called the general, to whose care he left 
His widow queen, and orphan son ; then died. 

Arte. Then false Polydamus betrayed his trust ? 

Amal. He did ; and, with my father's help, — ^for 
which 
Heaven pardon him! — so gained their soldiers' hearts, 
That, in a few, days, he was saluted king : 
And when his crimes had impudence enough 
To bear the eye of day. 
He marched his army back to Syracuse. 
But see how heaven can punish wicked men, 
In granting their desires : The news was brought 

him. 
That day he was to enter it> that Eubulus> . 
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Whom his dead master had left governor, 
Was fled, and with him bore away the queen, 
And royal orphan ; but, what more amazed him, 
His wife, now big with child, and much detestini; 
Her husbaad s practices, had willingly 
Accompanied their flight. 

Arte. How I admire her virtue ! 

Amal. What became 
Of her, and them, since that, was never known ; 
Only, some few days since, a famous robber 
Was taken with some jewels of vast price, 
Which, when they wene delivered to the king, 
He knew had been his wife's ; with these, a letter, 
Much torn and sullied) but which yet he knew 
To be her writing- 

Arte. Sure, from hence he learned 
He Imd a son ? 

AmaL It was not left so plain : 
The paper only said, she died in child-bed ; 
But when it should have mentioned son or daugh- 
ter, 
Just there it was torn off. 

Arte. Madam, the king. 

To them Poltdamus, Argaleon, Guard and At-- 
tendants. 

Arga. The robber, though thrice racked, confes- 
sed no more. 
But that he took those jewels near this place. 

Poly. But yet the circumstances strongly argue. 
That those, for whom I search, are not far off. 

Arga. I cannot easily believe it. 

Arte. No, 
You would not have it so. ^ [Aside. 

Poly. Those, I employed, have in the neighbour- 
ing hamlet. 
Amongst the fishers' cabins, made discovery 
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Of some young persons, whose uncommon beauty^ 
And graceful carriage, make it seem suspicious 
They are not what they seem : I therefore sent 
The captain of my guards, this morning early, 
With orders to secure and bring them to me. 

Enter Rhodophil and Palamede. 

O, here he is. — Have you performed my will? 
Rho. Sir, those, wJfiom you commanded me to 
-bring, 
Are waiting in the walks. , 
Pofy. Conduct them hither. 
Rho. First, give me leave 
To beg y6ur notice of this gentleman. 

Poll/. He seems to merit it. His name and qua- 
lity? 
Rho. Palamede, son to lord Cleodemus of Pa- 
lermo, 
And new returned from travel. 

[Palamede npproaches^ and kneels to kiss the 
King's hand. 
Poly. You are welcome. 
I knew yout father well, he was both brave 
And honest ; we two once were fellow soldiers. 
In the laist civil wars. 

Pala. I bring the same unquestioned honesty 
And zeal to serve your majesty; the courage . 
You were pleased to praise in him. 
Your royal prudence, and your people's love, 
Will never give me leave to try, like him, , 
In civil wars; I hope it may in foreign. 

Poly. Attend the court, and it shall be my care 
To find out some employment, worthy you. 
Go, Rhodophil, arid bring in those without. 

[Exeunt Rho. and Pala, 
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Rhodophil returns again immediately^ and mtk him 
enter Hermogenes, Leonidas, and Palmyra. 

Behold two miracles ! 

[Looking earnestly on Leo v. and Palmtra. 
Of different sexes, but of equal fonii : 
So matchless both, that my divided soul 
Can scarcely ask the gods a son or daughter, 
For fear of losing one. If from your hands, 
You powers, I shall this day receive a daughter, 
Argaleon, she is yours; but, if a son, 
Then Amalthea s love shall make him happy. 
Arga. Grant, heaven, this admirable nymph may 
prove 
That issue, which he seeks ! 

AmaL Venus Urania, if thou art a goddess, 
Grant that sweet youth may prove the prince of 
Sicily ! 
Poly. Tell me, old man, and tell me true, from 
whence [lb Hebi^. 

Had you that youth and maid? 
Her. From whence you had 
Your sceptre, sir : I had them from the gods. 

Poly. The gods then have not such another gift. 
Say who their parents were. 
Her. My wife, and I. 

Arga. It is not likely, a virgin, of so excellent a 
beauty, 
Should come from «uch a stock, 
AmaL Much less, that such a youth, so sweet, 
so graceful. 
Should be produced from peasants. 

Her. Wny, nature is the same in villages, 
And much more fit to form a noble issue, 
TiVTiere it is least corrupted. 

Pofy. He talks too like a man that knew the 
world, 

VOL. IV. R 
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To have been long a peasant. But the rack 
Will teach him other language. Hence Ayith him ! 
[As the Guards are carrying him a:way^ his pe*. 
ruke falls off. 
Sure I h^ve seen that face before. Hermogenes ! 
^is he, 'tis he, who fled away with Eubulus, 
And with my dear Eudoxia. 

Her, Yes, sir, I am Hermogenes ; 
And if to have been loyal be a crime, 
I stand prepared to suffer. 

Pgly. If thou would'st live, speak quickly, 
What is become of my Eudoxia ? 
Where is the queep q,nd young Theagenes ? 
Where Eubulus ? and which of these is mine ? 

[Pointing to Leon, and Palm. 

Her. Eudoxia is dead, so is the qu^^n, 
The infant king, her son, and Eubulus, 

Poly. Traitor, 'tis false : Produce them, or 

Her. Once more 
I tell you, they are dead ; but leave to threaten, 
For you shall know no further. 

Poly. Then prove indulgent to my hopes, and be 
My friend for ever. Tell me, gop4 Hermogenes, 
Whose son is that brave youth ? 

Her. Sir, he is yours. 

Poly. FoqI that I am ! thou spe'st that so I wish 
it, 

And so thou flatter st me. 

Her. By all that's holy ! 

Poly. Again. Thou canst not swear too deeply. — 
Yet hold, I will beheve thee : — Yet I doubt. 

Her. You need not, sir. 

Arga. BpUev^ him not; he sees you creduloys, 
And would impose his own ba^e issn^ on yoi^ 
And fix it to your crown. 

AmaL Behold his goodly shape and feature, drj 
Iflethinks he much resembles you. 
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Arga. I say, if jrou have any issue here, 
It must be that fair creature ; 
By all my hopes I think so. 

Amal Yes, brother, I believe you by your hopes, 
For they are all for her. 

Poly. Call the youth nearer. 

Her. Leonidas, the king would speak with you. 

Poly. Come near, and be not dazzled with the 
splendotir, 
And greatness of a court. 

Leon. I need not this encouragement; 
I can fear nothing but the gods. 
And, for this glory, after Ihave seen 
The canopy of state spread wide above 
In the abyss of heaven, the court of stars, 
The blushing morning, and the rising sun, 
What greater can I see? 

Poly. This speaks thee bom a prince; thou art, 
thyself, [Embracing him. 

That rising sun, and shalt not see, on earth, 
A brighter than thyself All of you witness. 
That for my son I here receive this youth. 
This brave, this but I must not praise him fur- 
ther, - . 
Because he now is mine. 

Lean. I wo not, sir, believe [Kneeling. 

That I am made your sport ; 
For I find nothing in myself^ but what 
Is much above a scora. I d^re give credit 
To whatsoe'er a king, like y0u, can tell me. 
Either I am, or will deserve to be, your son. 

Arga. I yet maintain it is impossible 
This young man should be yours ; for, if he were, 
Why should Hermogenes so long conceal him. 
When he might gain so much by. his discovery ? 

'Her. I staid a while to make him worthy, sir. 
Of you. [7b the King. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



260 MARRIAGE A-LA-MOBl:. ACT I* 

But in that time I found 

Somewhat within him, which so moved my love, 

I never could resolve to part with him. 

Leon, You a^k too many questions, and are 

[7b Arga, 
Too saucy for a subject. 

Arga. You rather over-act your part, and arc 
Too soon a prince. 

Leon, Too soon you'll find me one. 

Poly. Enough, Argaleon! 
I have declared him mine; and you, Leonidas, 
live well with him I love. 

Arga. Sir, if he be your son, I may have leave 
To think your queen had twins. Look on this vir^ 

gin; 
Hermogenes would enviously deprive you 
Of half yourjtreasure. 

Her, Sir, she is my daughter. 
I could, perhaps, thus aided by this lord, 
Prefer her to be yours ; but truth forbid 
I should procure her greatness by a lie ! 

Poly. Come hither, beauteous maid : Are you not 
sorry 
Your father will not let you pass for mine ? 

Palm. I am content to be what heaven has made 
me. 

Poly. Could you not wish yourself a princess 
then? 

Palm. Not to be sister to Leonidas. 

Poly. Why, my sweet maid ? 

Palm. Indeed I cannot tell ; 
But I could be content to be his handmaid 

Arga. I wish I had not seen her. [Aside. 

Palm. I must weep for your good fortune ; 

[To Leon. 
Pray, pardon me, indeed I cannot help it. 
Leonidas, — alas ! I had forgot, 

4f- 
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Now I must call you prince, — but must I leave 
you? 
Lem. I dare not speak to her; for, if I should, 
I must weep too. [Aside. 

Pobf. No, you shall live at court, sweet inno* 
cence, 
And see him there. Hermogcnes, 
Though you intended not to make me happy, 
Yet you shall be rewarded for the event 
Come, my Leonidas, let's thank the gods ; 
Thou for a father, I for such a son. 

\^Exeunt all but Heon. and Palm. 
Leon. /My dear Palmyra, many eyes observe me, 
And I have thoughts so tender, that I cannot 
In pubHc speak them to you ; Some hours iience, 
I snail shake off these crowds of fawning courtiers, 

And then [Exit Leon. 

Palm. Fly swift, you hours ! you measure time for 
me m vain, 
Till you bring back Leonidas again. 
tec shorter now; and, to redeem that wrong, 
When he and I are met, be twice as long ! 

[Exit 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

Enter M elantha and Philotis. 

.' * 

PhU. Count Rhodophils a fine gentleman in- 
deed, madam ; and, I think, deserves your affection. 
. MeL Let me die but he^s a fine man ; he sings 
and dances en FrangaiSy and writes the billets doux 
to a miracle. 

PML And those are no small talents, to a lady 
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that understands, and values the French air, as yout 
ladyship does. 

Mel. How charming is the French air ! and what 
an etaurdi Mte is one of our untravelled islanders ! 
When he would make his court to me, let me die 
but he is just iEsop's ass, that would imitate the 
courtly French in his addresses; but, instead of 
those, comes pawing upon me, and doing all 
things so mal a droiily. 

PhiL Tis great pity RhodophiFs a married man^ 
that you may not have an honourable intrigue with 
him. 

Mel Intrigue, Philotis ! that s an old phrase ; I 
have laid that word by ; amour sounds better. But 
thou art heir to all niy cast words, as thou art to my 
old wardrobe. Oh, count Rhodophil ! Ah mon cher! 
I could live and die with him. 

Enter Palamede, and a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, this is my lady. 

Pala. Then this is she that is to be divine, an<f 
nymph, and goddess, and with whom I am to be 
desperately in love. [Bows to her, delivering a letter. 
This letter, madam, which I present you from your 
father, has given me both the happy opportunity^ 
and the boldness, to kiss the fairest hands in Sicily. 

Mel. Came you lately from Palenno, sir ? 

Pala. But yesterday, madam. 

Mel. [Reading the letteT.yiJbaughteTj receive the 
bearer of this letter, as a gentleman whom I ha*oe cho- 
stn to make you happy. [O Venus, a new servant 
sent me ! and let mc die but he has the air of a 
gallant homme!^ His father is the rich lord Cleodemus, 
our neighbour : I suppose you II find nothing disagree-' 
able in his person or his com)erse ; both which he has 
improved by travel The treaty is already concluded,. 
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md I shaU be in town within these three days ; so that 
you have nothing to do but to obey your careful fa- 
ther. 

\To Pala.] Sir, liiy father, for whom I have a 
blind obedience, has commanded me to reteive 3^our 
passionate addresses ; but you must dso give me 
leave to avow, that I cannot merit them from so ac- 
complished a cavalier. 

Pahi I want many things, rriadam, to render me 
accomplished ; and the first and greatest of them is 
5^our favour. 

MeL Let me die, Philotis, but this is extremely 
French ; but yet Count Rhodophil-^a gentleman, 
sir, that understands the grand monde so well, who 
tas haunted the best conversations, and who, in 
•hort, has voyaged, may pretend to the good graces 
of a lady. 

Pala. [Aside.'] Hey-day! Grand mmde! Conver- 
sation ! voyaged! and good graces ! I find my mis-« 
tress is one of those that run niad in new Frcnch 
Words. 

MeL I suppose, sir, you have made the tour of 
France ; and, naving seen all that's fine there, m ill 
jnake a considerable refonnation in the rudeness of 
our court : For let me die, but an unfashioned, un- 
iravelled, mere Sicilian, is a bite; and has nothing 
in the world of an honnite homme. 

Pala. I must confess, madam, that — - 

MeL And what new minuets have you brought 
over with you? their minuets are to a miracle ! and 
our Sicilian jiggs are so dull and sad to them ! 

Pala. For minuets, madam — ^ — 

MeL And what new plays are there in vogue ? 
And who danced best m the last grand ballet? 
Come, sweet servant, you shall tell me all. 

Pala. [aside.] Tell her all? Why, she asks all, and 
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will hear nothing. — ^T<i answer in ordei^, madam^ to 
your demands 

Mel. I am thinking what a happy couple we shall 
be ! For you shall keep up your correspondence 
abroad, and every thing that's new writ, in France, 
and fine, I mean all that's delicate, and bien toumi^ 
we will have first. 

Pala^ But, madam, our fortune 

Mel. I understand you, sir; you'll leave that to 
me : For the menage of a family, I know it better 
than any lady in Sicily. 

Pala. Alas, madam, we 

MeL Then, we will never make visita together, 
nor see a pl4y, but always apait ; you shall be every 
day at the king's levee, and I at the queen's; and 
we will never meet, but in the drawing-room. 

PhiL Madam, the new prince is just passed by 
the end of the walk. 

MeL The new prince, sayest thou ? Adieu, dear 
servant ; I have not made my court to him these 
two long hours. O, it is the sweetest prince ! so 

obligeanty charmant, ravissctht^ that Well, I'll 

make haste to kiss his hands, and then make half a 
score visits more, and be with you again in a twink^ 
ling. [JKraV runnmgy with Phii^ 

Pala. {solus.'\ Now heaven, of thy mercy, bles& 
me from this tongue ! it may keep the ^eld against 
a whole army of lawyers, and tlrnt in their own* 
language, French gibberish. It is true, in the day- 
time, it is tolerable, when a man has field-room to 
run from it; but to be shut up in a bed with her, 
like two cocks in a pit, humanity cannot support it. 
I must kiss all night in my own defence, and hold 
her down, like a boy at cuffs, and give her the rising 
blow evQry time she begins to speak. 
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Enter Rnovovnih^ 

But here comes RhodophiL It is pretty odd that 
my mistress should so much resemble his : The sam^ 
newsmonger, the same passionate lover of a court, 

the same But, Basta, since I must marry her, I'll 

^y nothing, because he shall not laugh at my mis- 
fortune. 

Rbo. Well, Palamede, how go the affairs of love? 
You have seen your mistress? 

Pala. I have so. 

Rho. And how, and how? has the old Cupid, 
your father, chosen well for you? is he a ^)od 
woodman ? 

Fala. She's much handsomer than I could have 
imagined : In short, I love her, and will many her. 

Jtho. Then you are quite off* from your other 
mistress? 

Pala. You are mistaken ; I intend to love them 
both, as a reasonable man ought to do ; For, since 
aU women have their faults and imperfections, it is 
fit that one of them should help out the other. 

Jtho. This were a blessed doctrine, indeed, if our 
wives would hear it; but they are their own ene- 
mies: If they would suffer us but now and then to 
make excursions, the benefit of our variety would 
be theirs; instead of one continued, lazy, tired love, 
they would, in their turns, have twenty vigorous, 
fresh, and active lovers. 

Pala. And 1 would ask any of them, whether a 
poor narrow brook, half dry the best part of the 
year, and running ever one way, be to be compared 
to a lusty stream, that has ebbs and fiow&? 

Rho. Ay, or is half so profitable for naviga- 
tion? 
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Enter DoraliCI:, talking by^ and reading. 

Pala. Ods my life, Rhodophil, will yoti keep my 
counsel? 

Rho* Yes: Where's the secret? 

Pala. There it is : [Shewing Dor.] I may tell you, 
as my friend, sub sigillOj &c. this is that very lady, 
with whom I am in love. 

Rko. By all that's virtuous, my wife ! [Aside. 

Pala. You look strangely : How do you like her? 
Is she not very handsome? 

Rho. Sure he abuses me. [Aside.] — Why the devil 
do you ask my judgment? 

Pala. You are so dogged now, you think no 
man s mistress handsome but your own. Come, you 
shall hear lier talk too ; she has wit, I assure you. 

Rko. This is too much, Palamede. [Going back 

Pala. Pr'ythee do not hang back so : Of an old 
tried lover, thou art the most bashful fellow ! 

[Pulling him forward. 

Dor. Were you so near, and would not speak, 
dear husband ? [Looking up. 

Pala. Husband, quoth a ! I have cut out a fine 
piece of work for myself. [Aside. 

Rho. Pray, spouse, how long have you been ac- 
quainted with this gentleman? 

Dor. Who? I acquainted with this stranger?* To 
my best knowledge, I. never saw him before. 

Enter Mela nth a at the other end. 

Pala. Thanks, fortune, thou bast helped me. 

[Asidc^ 

Rho. Palamede, this must not pass so. I must 
know your. mistrpss a little better. 

Pala. It shall be your own fault else. Come,* III 
introduce you. 
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Rko. Introduce me ! where ? 

Pala. There. To my mistress. 

[Pointing to Mela nth a, who swiftly passes, 
(wer the stage. 

Rko. Who? Melantha! O heavens, I did not see 
her. 

Fala. But I did: I am an eagle where I love; I 
have seen her this half hour. 

Dor. [Aside.] I find he has wit, he has got oiFso 
readily; Jbut it would. anger me, if he should love 
Melantha. 

Rho. [Aside^] Now, I could even wish it were 
my wife he loved; I find he's to be married to my 
mistress. 

Pala. Shall I run after, and fetch her back again^ 
to present you to her? 

Rho. No, you need not; I have the honour to 
have some small acquaintance with her. 

Pala. [Aside.] O Jupiter ! what a blockhead was 
I, not to find it out ! my wife, that must be, is his 
mistress. I did a little suspect it before. \Yell, I 
must marry her, because she's handsome, and be- 
cause I hate to be disinherited by a younger brother, 
which I am sure I shall be, if I disobey ; and yet I 
must keep in with Rhodophil, because I love his 
wife. — [To Rho.] I must desire you to make my ex- 
cuse to your lady, if I have been so unfortunate to 
cause any mistake ; and, withal, to beg the honour 
of being known to her. 

Rho. O, that is but reason. — Hark you, spouse, 
pray look upon this gentleman as my friend; whom, 
to. my knowledge, you have never seen before this 
hour. 

Dor. I am so obedient a wife, sir, that my hus- 
band's commands shall ever be a law to me. 
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Enter MistANTHA again^ hastily^ and runs to em- 
brace DOBAUCE. 

Met. O, my dear, I was just going to pay my 
devoirs to you ; I had not time this morning, for 
making my court to the king, and our new princel 
Weill never nation was so happy, and all that^ in a 
young prince; and he is the kindest person in the 
world to me, let me die if he is not. 

Dor. He has been bred up far from courts and 
therefore 

Mel. That imports not : Though he has not seen 
•^he grand numde, and all that, let me die but he has 
the air of the court most absolutely* 

Pala. But yet, madam, he 

Mel. O, servant, Vou can testify that I am in his 
good graces. Well, I cannot stay long with you, 

because I have promised him this afternoon to 

But hark you, my dear. Til tell you a secret 

{IVhispers to Dor. 

Rho. The devil's in me, that I must love this wo- 
man. [Aside. 

Pala. The devil's in me, that I must marry this 
woman. [Aside. 

Mel. [Raising her ^ooice.l So the prince and I — 
But you must make a secret of this, my dear; for I 
would not for the world your husband should bear 
it, or my tyrant, there, that must be. 

Pala. Well, fair impertinent, your whisper is not 
lost, we hear you. [Aside. 

Dor. I understand then, that 

Mel. I'll tell you, my dear, the prince took me 
by the hand, and pressed \tala derobbSe, because 
tne king was near, made the daujc yeux to me, and, 
ensuite, said a thousand gallantries, or let me die^ 
my dear. 
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Dor. Then I am sure you— — 

Mel You are mistaken, my dean 

Dor. What, before I speak? 

Mel But I know your meaning. You think, my 
dear, that I assumed something oi jkrti into my 
countenance, to rebute him ; but, quite contrary, I 
regarded him,— I know not how to express it in 
our dull Sicilian language^— <;/'2/n airerijoui; and said 
nothing but ad autre, adautrcy and that it was all 
grimace, and would not pass upon me. 

Enter Artemis : Melantha sees her, and runs 
away from Doralice* 

[Tb Artemis.] My dear, I must beg your pardon, J 
was just making a loose from Doralice^ to pay my 
respects to you. Let me- die, if I ever pass time so 
agreeably as in your company, &nd if I would leave 
it for any lady's in Sicily. 

Arte. The princess Amalthea is coming this way. 

Enter Amalthea : Melantha runs to her. 

Mel. O, dear madam ! I have been at your lodg- 
ing, in my new galeche, so often, to tell you of a 
new amour, betwixt two persons whom you would 
little suspect for it, that, let me die if one of my 
coach-horses be not dead, and another quite tired, 
and sunk under the fatigue. 

Amal. O, Melantha, I can tell you news; the 
prinqe is coming this way. 

Mel. The prince? O sweet prince ! He and I arc 
to — and I forgot it— Your pardon, sweet madam, 
for my abruptness. — ^Adieu, my dear sei-vant, — Rho- 
dophiL — Servant, servant, servant all. 

[Eant running, 

Amal. Rhodophil, a word with you. \PFhispers. 

Dor. \To Pala.] Why do you not follow your 
mistress, sir? 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



270 MARRIAGE A-LA-MODE. ACT 11. 

Pala. Follow her ? Why, at this rate she'll be at 
the Indies within this half hour. 

Dor. However, if you cannot follow her all day, 
you will meet her at night, I hope? 

Pala. But can you^ in charity, suffer me to be so 
mortified, without affording me some relief? If it 
be but to punish that sign of a husband there, that 
lazy matrimony, that dull insipid taste, who leaves 
such delicious fare at home, to dine abroadon worse 
meat, and pay dear for it into the bargain. 

Dor. All this is in vain : Assure yourself, I will 
never admit of any visit from you in private. 

Pala. That is to tell me, in other words, my 
condition is desperate. 

Dor. I think you in so ill a condition, that I am 
resolved to pray for you, this very evening, in the 
close walk behind the terrace ; for that's a private 
place, and there I am sure nobody will disturb my 
devotions. And so, good-night, sir. [Eait 

Pala. This is the newest way of making an ap- 
pointment I ever heard of. lit women alone to 
contrive the means ; I fijid we are but dunces to 
them. Well, I will not be so prophane a wretch as 
to interrupt her devotions ; but, to make them more 
effectual, I'll down upon my knees, and endeavour 
to join my own with them. [Eant. 

AmaL {To Rho.] I know already they do not love 
each other ; and that ipy brother acts but a forced 
obedience to the king's commands ; so that if ^ 
quarrel should arise betwixt the prince and him, I 
were most miserable oji both sides. 

Rho. There shall be nothing wanting in me, ma- 
dam, to prevent so sad a consequence. 

flnter the King and J^eonidas ; the Ki^ whispers 
Amalthea. 

[To himself.] I begin to hate this Palamede, because 
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he is to marry my mistresS : Yet break with him I 
flare not, for fear of being quite excluded from her 
company. It is a hard case, when a man must go 
by his rival to his mistress : But it is, at worst, but 
using him like a pair of heavy boots in a dirty jour- 
ney; after I have fouled him all day, I'll throw him 
off at night. [Ea^it^ 

Amal. \To the King,] Thip hp^our is too great for 
me to hope. 

Poly. You shall this hour have the assurance of 
it— 
Leonidas, come hither ; you have heard, 
I doubt not, that the father of this princess^ 
Was my most faithful friend, while I was yet 
A private man ; and when I did assume 
This crown, he served me in the high attempt 
You see, then, to what gratitude obliges me; 
Make your addresses to her. 

Leon. Sir, I am yet too young to be a courtier j 
I should too much betray my ignomnce, 
And want of breeding to so fair a lady. 

Jlmal. Your language speaks you not bred up in 
desarts, 
But in the softness of some Asian court, 
Where luxury and ease invent kind worda^ 
To cozen tender virgins of their hearts. 

Poly. You need not doubt. 
But in what words soe'er a prince can offer 
IJis crown and person, they will be received. 
You know my pleasure, and you know your duty, 

I^eon. Yes, sir, I shall obey, in what I can. 

Poly. In what you can, Leonidas ? Consider, 
He's both your king, and father, who commands you. 
Besides, what is there hard in my injunction? 

Leon. Tis hard to have my inclination forced. 
I would not niarr}% sir; and, when I do, 
j hope you 11 give me freedom iix piy choice, 
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Poltf. View well this lady, 
Whose mind as much transcends her beauteous fac^ 
As that excels all others. 

Amal. My beauty, as it ne'er could merit love, 
So neither can it beg : And, sir, you may 
Believe, that what the king has offered you, 
I should refuse, did I not value more 
Your person than your crown. 

Leon. Think it not pride. 
Or my new fortunes swell me to contemn you; 
Think less, that I want eyes to see your beauty ; 
And, least of all, think duty wanting in me 
To obey a father's will : But 

Poly. But what, Leonidas ? 
For I must know your reason ; and be sure 
It be convincing too. 

Leon. Sirj ask the stars. 
Which have imposed love on us, like a fate. 
Why minds are bent to one, and fly another? 
Ask, why all beauties cannot move all hearts ? 
For though there may 
Be ijiade a rule for colour, or for feature, 
There can be none for liking. 

Poly. Leonidas, you owe me more 
Than to oppose your liking to my pleasure. 

Leon. I owe you all things, sir ; but something, 
too, 
I owe myself 

Poly. You shall dispute no more; I am a king, 
And I will be obeyed. 

Leon. You are a king, sir, but you are no god; 
Or, if you were, you could not force my will. 

Poly. [Aside.] But you are just, ye gods ; O you 
are just. 
In punishing the crimes of my rebellion 
With a rebellious son ! 
Yet I can punish him, as you do me, — 
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Leonidas, there is no jesting with 

My will : I ne er had done so much to gain 

A crown, but to be absolute in ajl things. 

Amal. O, sir, be not so much a king, as to 
Forget you are a father : Soft indulgence 
Becomes that name. Tho' nature gives you power 
To bind his duty, 'tis with silken bonds : 
Command him, then, as you command yourself; 
He is as much a part of yop, as are 
Your appetite and will, and those you force not> 
But gently bend, and make them phant to your 
reason. 

Poll/. It may be I have used too rough a way. — 
Forgive me, my Leonidas ; I know 
I lie as open to the gusts of passion, 
As the bare shore to every beatijng surge : 
I will not force thee now; but I entreat thee, 
Absolve a father's vow to this fair virgin ; 
A vow, which hopes of having such a son 
First caused. 

Leon. Show not my disobedience by your prayers ; 
For I must still deny you, though I now 
Appear more guilty to myself, than you : 
I nave some reasons, which I cannot utter, 
That force my disobedience ; yet I mourn 
To death, that the first thing, you e'er enjoined me, 
Should be that only one command in nature, 
WTiich I could not obey. 

Poly. I did descend too much below myself. 
When I entreated him.— -Hence, to thy desart! 
Thourt not my son, or art not fit to be. 

^mal, Gre^t sir^ I humbly beg you, make not me 

[KneeUng^ 
The cause of your displeasure. I absolve 
Your vow; far from me be such designs; 
So wretched a desire of being great, 
By making him imhappy. You may see 

VOL. lY. s 
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Something so noble in the prince's nature, 
As grieves him more, not to obey, than you, 
That you are not obeyed. 

Poly. Then, for your sake, 
I'll give him one day longer to consider, 
Not to deny ; for my resolves are firm 
As fate, that cannot change. 

[Exeunt King and Amal. 

Leon. And so are mine. 
This beauteous princess, charming as she is, 
Gould never make me happy : I must first 
Be false to my Palmyra, and then wretched. 
But, then, a father's anger ! 
Suppose he should recede from his own vow. 
He never would permit me to keep mine. 

Enter Palmyra ; Argaleon following hevy a little 

after. 

See, she appears ! 

I'll think no more of any thing, but her. 
Yet I have one good hour ere I am wretched. 
But, oh ! Argaleon follows her ! so night 
Treads on the footsteps of a winter's sun, 
And stalks all black behind him. 

Palm. O, Leonidas, 
For I must call you still by that dear name, 
Free me from this bad man. 

Leon. I hope he dares not be injurious to you. 

Arga. I rather was injurious to myself, 
Than her. 

Leon. That must be judged, when I hear what 
. you said. i 

. Arga. I think you need not give yourself that 

trouble : 
It concerned us alone. 

Leon. You answer saucily, and indirectly : 
What interest can you pretend in her } 
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Arm. It may be, sir, I made her some eiitpre&ftioiis 
Which I would not repeat, because they wei« 
Below my rank, to one of hers* 

Leon. What did he say, Palmyra? 

Falm. I'll tell you all : First, he begati to look, 
And then he sighed, and then he looked again ; 
At last, he said, my eyes wounded his he^rt : 
And, after that, he talked of flames and flresj 
And such strange words, that I believed he coiijured. 

Leon. O my heart!— Leave me, Argaleon. 

Arga. Come, sweet Palmyra, 
I will instruct you better in my meaning : 
You see he would be private. 

Leon. Go yourself, 
And leave her here. 

Arga. Alas, she's, ignorant, 
And is not fit to entertain a prince. 

Leofn. First learn what's fit for you ; that's to obey. 

Arga. I know my duty is to wait on you. 
A great king's son, like you, ought to forget 
Such mean converse. 

Leon. What? a disputing subject ? 
Hence, or my sword shall do me justice on thee. 

Arga, Yet I may find a t(me [Oakg. 

Leon. What's that you mutter, [Going after him. 
To find a time?— 

Arga. To wait on you again — ^ 
In the mean while 111 watch yoti. \Stftly. 

[Exity and watches durir^ the scenes 

Lean. How precious are the hours of love in 
courts ! 
In cottages, where love has all the day, 
Full, and at ease, he throws it half away- 
Time gives himself, and is not valued, there; 
But sells at mighty rates, each minute, here: 
There, he is lazy, unemployed, and slow ; 
Here, he's more swift; and yet has more tp dp. 
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So many of his hours in public move, 
That few are left for privacy and love. 

Palm. The sun, methinks, shines faint and dimly, 
here; 
Light is not half so long, nor half so clear : 
But, oh ! when every day was yours and mine, 
How early up! what haste he made to shine! 

Leon. Sucn golden days no prince must hope to 
see, ' . 

Whose every subject is more blessed than he. 

Palm. Do you remember, when their tasks were 
done. 
How all the youth did to our cottage run? 
While winter-winds were whistling loud without. 
Our cheerful hearth was circled round about: 
With strokes in ashes, maids their lovers drew ; 
And still you fell to me, and I to you. 

Leon. When love did of my heart possession take, 
I was so young, my soul was scarce awake : 
I cannot tell when first I thought you fair; 
But sucked in love, insensibly as air. 

Palm. I know too well when first my love he- 
gan. 
When at our wake you for the chaplet ran : 
Then I was made the lady of the May, 
And, with the garland, at the goal did stay : 
Still, as you ran, I kept you fiill in view; 
I hoped, and wished, and ran, methought, for you* 
As you came near, I hastily did rise, 
And stretched my arm outright, that held the prize* 
The custom was to kiss whom I should crown; 
You kneeled, and in tny lap your head laid, down: 
I blushed, and blushed, and. did the kiss delay ; 
At last my subjects forced m^ to obey : 
But, when i gave the crown, and then the kiss, 
I scarce had breath to say, Take that, — and this. 
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Zeon. I felt, the while, a pleasing kind of smart; 
That kiiss went, tingling, to my very heart, 
WTien it was gone, the sense of it did stay ; 
The sweetness dinged upon my lips all day, 
like drops of honey, lotn to fall away. . 

Palm. Life, like a prodigal, gave dl his store 
To my first youth, and now can give no more. 
You are a prince ; and, in that high degree, 
No longer must converse with humble me. 

Leon. Tyras to my loss the gods that title gave ; 
A tyrant's son is doubly bom a slave : 
He gives a crown ; but, to prevent my life 
From being happy, loads it with a wife. 

Palm. Speak quickly; what have you resolved to 
do? 

Leon. To keep my faith inviolate to you. 
He threatens me with exile, and with shame, 
To lose my birthright, and a prince's name; 
But there's a blessing which he did not mean, 
To send me back to love and you again. 

Palm. Why was not I a princess for your sake? 
But hea^ven no more such miracles can make : 
And, since that cannot, this must never be ; 
You shall not lose a crown for love of me. 
Live happy, and a nobler choice pursue ; 
I shall complain of fate, but not of you. 

Leon. Can you so easily without me live? 
Or could you take the counsel, which you give ? 
Were you a princess, would you not be true ? 

Palm. I would; but cannot merit it from you. 

Leon. Did you not merit, as you do, my heart, 
I/)ve gives esteem, and then it ^ves desert 
But if I basely could forget my vow, 
Poor helpless innocence, what would you do? 

Palm. In woods, and plains, where first my love 
began. 
There would I live, retired from faithless man : 
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7'4 sit 4U day within some lonely shade,' 
Or that close arbovir which your hands have made r 
Td search the groves, and eveiy tree, to find 
Where you had carved our names upon the rind : 
Your hook, your scrip, all that was yours, I'd keep^ 
And tey them by me when 1 went to sleep. 
Thus would I live : And maidens, when 1 die, 
Upon my hearse white true-love-knots should tie; 
And thus my tomb sliould be inscribed above, 
Jiefe theformken Virgin reat^frmu love. 

Leon. Think not that time or fi^te shall e'er di» 
vide 
Those heart?, ivhich love and mutual vows hav^ 

tied. 
But we must part ; farewell, my love. 

Falm. Till when.? 

Ze&n. Till the next age of hours wc meet agaiQ/ 
Meantime, we may, 

When WW each other we in public stand. 
Contrive to ^atcb a look, or sle^ a hand : 
Fancy will every touch and gla,pce improve; . 
And dri^W the n^ost spirituous parts of love. 
Our souls sit close, and silently within, 
And their pwn web from their own entrails spin; 
And when eyes meet far off, our S(ense is such. 
That, spider-like, we feel the tend^rest touch. 

[Ea^eunt. 



ACT III. SCENE L 

Enter Rhobophil, rneetrng Doralice and Arte* 
MIS ; Rhodophil an4 Doralice embrace. 

Jt^. '^f;y own dffsit \m^\ 
Dor. My own true love ! [She starts l^ack] I had 
forgot r&yself tP l?e so iynd; ii^deod^ I am very an** 
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gry with you, dear; you are come home an hout 
after you appointed: if you had staid a minute 
Jonger, I was just considering whether I should 
stab, hang, or drown myself. [Embracing Mm. 

Rho. Nothing but the king's business could have 
hindered me ; and I was so vexed, that I was just 
laying down my commission, rather than have failed 
my dear. {Kisses her hand. 

Arte. Why, this is love as it should be betwixt 
man and wife: such another couple would bring 
marriage into fashion again. But is it always thus 
betwixt you ? 

Rko. Always thus ! this is nothing. I tell you, 
there is not such a pair of turtles in Sicily ; there is 
such an eternal cooing and kissing betwixt us, that 
indeed it is scandalous before civil company. • 

Dor. Well, if I had imagined I should have been 
this fond fool, I would never have married the mail 
I loved: I married to be happy, and have made 
myself miserable by over-loving. Nay, and now 
my case is desperate; for I have been married above 
these two years, and find myself every day worse 
and worse in love: nothing but madness can be the 
end on't 

Arte. Doat on, to the extremity, and you ar€ 
happy. 

Dor. He deserves so infinitely much, that, the 
truth is, there can be no doating in the matter; butj^ 
to love well, I confess, is a work that pays itself: 
Tis telling gold, and, after, taking it for one's pains. 

Rho. By that I should be a very covetous per- 
son; for I am ever pulling out my money, and put- 
ting it into my pocket again. 

I>or. O dear Rhodophil ! 

Rho. O sweet Dorahce? lEmbracing each other. 

.Arte. [Asi^.] Nay, I am resolved^ 111 never is^^ 
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terrupt lovei:s: I'll leave tliem as happy as I found 
them. [Steals (xwa'jf. 

Rho. What, is she gone? [Looking up* 

Dor* Yes; and without taking leave. 

Rho* Then there's enough for this time. 

[Parting from her. 

JDor^ Yes, sure, the scene is done, I take it 

Thejf walk contrary ways on the stage; he^ 
with his hands in his pockets^ whistling; she 
singing a dull melancholy tune, 

Rho. Pox oyour dull tune, a man can't think for 
you. 

Dor. Pox o'your damned whistling ; you can nei- 
ther be Company to me yourself, nor leave me to 
the freedom of my own fancy, 

Rho. Well, thou art the most provoking wife f 

Dor. Well, thou art the dullest husband, thou 
art never to be provoked. 

Rho. I was never thought dull till I married 
thee ; and now thdu h^t made an old knife of me ; 
thou hast whetted me so long, till I have no edge 
left. 

, Dor. I see you are in the husband's fashion; you 
reserve all your good humours for your mistresses^ 
and keep your ill for your wives. 

Rho. Pr ythee leave me to my own cogitations j 
I am thinking over all my sins, to find for which of 
them it was I married thee. 

Dor. Whatever your sin was, mine's the punish-* 
ment 

Rho. My comfort is,. thou art not immortal; and, 
when that blessed, that divine day comes of thy 
departure, I'm resolved III make one holiday more 
in the almanack for thy sake. 

Dor. Ay, you had need make a holiday for ine> 
for { am sure you have made me a martyr. 
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Rho. Then, setting my victorious foot upon thy 
head, in the first hour of thy silence, (that is, the 
first hour thou art dead, for I despair of it before) 
I will swear by thy ghost, — an oath as terrible to 
me as Styx is to the gods, — ^never more to be in 
danger of the banes of matrimony. 

Dor. And I am resolved to marry the very same 
day thou diest, if it be but to show how little I'm 
concerned for thee. 

Rho. Pray thee, Doralice, why do we quarrel thug 
a-days? ha! this is but a kind of heathenish life, 
and does not answer the ends of. marriage. If I 
have erred, propound what reasonable atonement 
may be made before we sleep, and I will not be re- 
fractory ; but withal consider, I have been married 
these three years, and be not too tyrannical 

Dor. What should you talk of a peace a-bed, 
when you can give no security for perfonnance of 
articles? 

Rho. Then, since we must live together, and both 
of us stand upon our terms, as to matters of dying 
first, let us make ourselyes as merry as we can with 
our misfortunes. Why, there's the devil on t ! if 
thou couWst make my enjoying thee but a little 
casyj or a little more unlawful, thou should'st see 
what a termagant lover I would prove. I have ta- 
ken such pains to enjoy thee, Doralice, that I have 
fancied thee all the fine women of the town — ^to 
help me out : But now there's none left for me to 
think on, my imagination is quite jaded. Thou art 
a wife, and thou wilt be a wife, and I can make 
thee another no longer. [Exit Rho; 

Dor. Well, since thou art a husband, and wilt be 
a husband, 111 try if I can find out another. 'Tis a 
pretty time we women have on't, to be made wi- 
dows while we are married. Our husbands think 
it reasonable to complain, that we are the same, audi 
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the same to them, when we have moic reason to 
complain, that they are not the same to us. Be** 
cause they cannot feed on one dish, therefore we 
must be starved. 'Tis enough that they have a suf* 
ficient ordinary provided, and "a t?ible ready spread 
for them : If they cannot fall too,' and eat neartily, 
the fault is theirs; and 'tis pity, methinks, that the 
good creature should be lost» when many a poor 
sinner would be glad on't. 

Enter Melantha and Artemis fo her. 

MeL Dear, my dear, pity me, I am so chagrin to 
day, and have had the mo&t signal aifront at ccnirt! 
I went this afternoon to do my devoir to prin^ 
cess Amalthea, found her, conversed with her, and 
helped to make her court some half an hour ; after 
which, she went to take the air, chose out two la- 
dies to go with her, that came in after me, and left 
me most barbarously behind her. 

Arte. You are the less to be pitied, Melantha, 
because you subject yourself to Uiese a£&onts, by 
coming perpetually to court, where you have no 
business nor employment. 

MeL I declare, I had rather of the two be ral- 
lied, nay, mal traits at court, than be deified in the 
town ; for, assuredly, nothing can be so ridicuk as 
a mere town lady. 

Dor. Especially at court. How I have seen them 
crowd and sweat in the drawing-room on a hcdiday- 
night ! For thaf s their time to swarm and invade 
the presence. 0„ how they catch at a bow, or any 
little salute from a courtier, to make show of their 
acquaintance! and, rather than be thought to be 
quite unknown, they court'sy to one another; but 
they take true pains to come near the circle, and 
press and peep upon the princess, to write letters 
mto the country how she was dressed, while the 
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ladies, that stand about^ make their court to her 
with atmsing them. 

Arte. These are sad truths, Melantha; and there* 
fore I would e'en advise you to quit the coui% and 
live either wholly in the town, or, if you like not 
that, in the country. 

JOor. In the country ! nay, that's to fall beneatli 
the town, for they live upon our offals here. Their 
entertainment of wit is only the remembrance of 
what they had when they were last in town ; — they 
Uve this year upon the last years knowledge, as 
their cattle do all night, by chewing the cud of 
what they eat in the afternoon. 

Mef. And they tell, for news, such unlikely sto- 
ries ! A letter from one of us is such a present to 
than, that the pioor souls wait for the carrier's-day 
with such devotion, that *thcy cannot sleep the 
night before. 

Arte. No more than I can, the night before I am 
to go a journey. 

I)or. Of I, before I am to try on a new gown. 

MeL A song, that's stale here, will be new there 
a twelvemonth hence ; and if a man of the town by 
chauoe come amongst them, he's reverenced for 
teaching them the tune. 

Dor. A friend of mine, who makes songs some^ 
times, came lately out of the west, and vowed he 
was so put out of countenance with a song of his; 
for, at the first country gentleman's he visited, he 
saw three tailors cross legged upon the table in the 
hall, who were tearing out as loud as ever they 
could sing, 

■ ■ ■ After the pangs of a desperate lover, 5fc. 

And that all day he heard of nothing else, but the 
daughters of the house, and the maids, humming it 
ever in every corner^ and the father wiiistling it 
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• Arte. Indeed, I have observed of myself, that 
when I am out of town but a fortnight, I am so 
humble, that I would receive a letter from my tai- 
lor or mercer for a favour. 

MeL When I have been at grass in the^summer^ 
and am new come up again, methinks I'm to be 
turned into ridicule by all that see me ; but when I 
liave been once or twice at court, I begin to value 
myself again, and to despise my country acquaint- 
ance. 

Arte. There are places where all people may be 
adored, and we ought to know ourselves so well aSk 
to choose them. 

Dor. That's very true; your little courtier's wife, 
who speaks to the king but once a months need but 
go to a town lady, and there she may vapour and 
ciy, — " The king and I," at every word. Your 
town lady, who is laughed at in the circle, takea 
her coach into the city, and there she's called 
Your honour, and has a banquet from the mer- 
chant's wife, whom she laughs at for her kindness. 
And, as for my iSnical cit, she removes but to her 
country house, and there insults over the country 
gentlewoman that never comes up, who treats her 
with furmity and custard, and opens her dear bottle 
of mirabilis beside, for a gill-glass of it at parting. 

Arte. At last, I see, we shall leave Melantha 
where we found her ; for, by your description of the 
town and country, they are. become more dreadfril 
to her than the couit, where she was affronted: 
But you forffet we are to wait on the princess 
Amalthea. Come, Doralice. 

Z>or. Farewell, Melantha. 

Mel. Adieu, my dear. , 

Arte. You are out of charity with her, and 
therefore I shall not give your service. 

Mei Do not omit it, 1 besee<;h you; for I have 
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such a tendre for the court, that I love it even from 
the drawing-room to the lobby, and can never be 
:febutie by any usage. But hark you, my dears ; one 
thing I had forgot, of great concernment. 

Dor. Quickly then, we are in haste. 

MeL Do not call it my service, that's too vulgar; 
but do my baise mains to the princess Amaltnea; 
that is spiriiuelle! 

Dor. To do you service, then, we will prendre 
the oarosse to court, and do your baise mains to the 
princess Amalthea, in your phrase spirituelle. 

[Exeunt Artemis and Doralice. 

Enter Philotis, with a paper in her hand. 

Mel. O, are you there, minion ? And, well, are 
not you a most precious damsel, to retard all my. 
visits for want of language, when you know you 
are paid so well for furnishing me with new words 
for my daily conversation? Let me die, if I have 
not run the risque already to speak like one of the 
vulgar, and if I have one phi-ajse left in all m}^ store, 
that is not thread-bare et miy and fit for nothing but 
to be thrown to neasants. 

Phil Indeed, Madam, I have been very diligent 
in my vocation ; but you have so drained all the 
French plays and romances, that they are not able 
to supply you with words for your daily expence, 

Mel. Drained? What a word's there! Epuisie^ 
you sot you. Come, produce your morning s work. 

Phil 'Tis here, madam. [Shatvs the paper. 

Mel O, my Venus ! fourteen or fifteen words to 
3erve me a whole day ! Let me die, at this rate I 
cannot last till night. Come, read your works : 
Twenty to one, half of them will not pass muster 
neither. 

Phil. Sottises. ^ [Reads. 

Mel. glottises: bon. That's ^n excellent word toi 
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begin withal; as, for example, he or she ftaid a 
lliousand sottises to me. Proceed. 

Phil. Figure : As, what 2, figure of a mail is there I 
Naivcy and naivetL 

Mel. Naive! as how? 

Phil Speaking of a thing that was naturally said, 
it was so naive; or, such an innocent piece of sim- 
plicity, 'twas such a naiveii. 

Mel. Truce with your interpretations. Make 
haste. 

Phil. Foihky chagriUj grimace, embarra^se, double 
entendre, equivoque, ecclairci4sement, suitth, b&oeue, 
Jagon, penchant, coup (Tetourdj/, and ridicule. 

Mel Hold, hold ; how did they begin ? 

Phil. They began at sottises, and ended en ridi- 
cule. 

Mel. Now, give me your paper in my hand, and 
hold you my glass, while I practise my postures for 
the day. [Melantha laughs in the glass,'] How 
does that laugh become my face? 

PhiL Sovereignly well, madam. 

Mel. Sovereignly ? Let me die, that's not amiss. 
That word shall not be yours; 111 invent it, and 
bring it up myself: My new point gorget shall be 
yours upon't Not a word of the word, I charge 
you. 

PhiL I am dumb, madam. 

Mel. That glance, how suits it with my facfe ? 

[Looking in the glass again. 

Phil. 'Tis so languissant ! 

Mel Langutssant! that word shall be mine too, 
and my last Indian gown thine fort. That sigh? 

[Looks again. 

Phil 'Twill make a man sigh, madam. *^s a 
mere incendiary. 

Mel Take my guimp petticoat for that truth. 
If thou hast most of these phrases^ let me die but 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



8C£NE I. HAEBIAGE A-LA-M0DJ5. f87 

I cpuld give away all my wardrpbe, and go naked 
for them. 

Phil Go naked? Then you would be a Venus, 
madam. O Jupiter! what had I forgot? This pa- 
pqr was given me by Rhodophils page. 

Mel ^Reading the ktterJ\ Beg the favour from 

you. Gratify my passion — so far assigna* 

tion — in the grotto — behind the terrace — clock this 

evening ^Well, for the billets doux there is no 

man in Sicily must dispute with Rhodophil; they 
are so Frencn, so gallant ^ and so tendre^ that I can- 
not resist the temptation of the assignation. Now, 
go you away, Philotis j it imports me to practise 
what to say to my servant when I meet him. [JEiT- 
it Philotis.] Rhodophil, you'll wonder at my as- 
surance to meet you here; — let me die, I am so 
out of breath with coming, that I can render you 
no reason of it. — ^Then he will make this repartee; 
Madam, I have no reason to accuse you for that 
which is so great a favour to me. — ^Then I reply, 
But why have you drawn me to this solitary place? 
Let me die, but I am apprehensive of some violence 
from you. — ^Then says he, Solitude, madam, is most 

fit for lovers ; but by this fair hand Nay, now 

I vow you're rude, sir. O fy, fy, fy ; I hope youll 
be honourable? — You'd laugh at me if I should, 
madam. — What, do you mean to throw me down 
thus? Ah me ! ah ! aJb ! ah ! 

Enter Polydamas, Leonidas, and Guards. 

O Venus ! the king and court. Let me die, but I 
fear they have found my foible, and will turn mc 
into ridicule. \Exit^ rumnng^ 

Leon. Sir, I beseech you. 

Poly. Do not urge my patience. 

Leon. I'll not deny. 
But what your spies informed you of is true : 
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I love the fair Palmyra; but I loved her 
Before I knew your title to my blood. 

Enter Palmtea guarded. 

See, here she comes, and looks, amidst her guards, 
Like a weak dove under the falcon's gripe. 

heaven, I cannot bear it. 
Polif. Maid, come hither. 

Have you presumed so far, as to receive 
My son's affections? 

Palm. Alas, what shall I answer ? To confess it 
Will raise a blush upon a virgin's face ; 
Yet I was ever taught 'twas base to lie. 

Poly. You've been too bold, and you must love 
no more. 

Palm. Indeed I must; I cannot help my love; 

1 was so tender when I took the bent, 
That now I grow that way. 

Poly. He is a prince, and you are meanly bom. 

Leon. Love eitner finds equality, or makes it: 
Like death, he knows no difterence in degrees. 
But plains, and levels all. 

Palm. Alas ! I had not rendered up my heart; 
Had he not loved me first; but he preferred me 
Above the maidens of my age and rank, — 
Still shunned their company, and still sought mine. 
I was not won by gifts, yet still he gave ; 
And all his gifls, though small, yet spoke his lov€. 
He picked the earhest strawberries in woods. 
The clustered filbcrds, and the purple grapes; 
He taught a prating stare to speak my name ; 
And, when he found a nest of^nightingales. 
Or callow linnets, he would show them me. 
And let me take them out. 

Poly. This is a little mistress, meanly bom^ 
Fit only for a prince's vacant hours, 
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Ai%d then, to laugh at her simplicity, 

Not fix a passion there. Now hear my sentence. 

Leon. Itemember, ere you give it, 'tis pronounced 
Against us both. 

Folj/. First, ia her hand 
There shall be placed a player's painted sceptre, 
And, on her head, a gilded pageant crown : 
Thus shall she go, 

With all the boys attending on her triumph; 
That done, be put alone into a boat, 
With bread and water only for three days ; 
So on the sea she shall be set adriiPt, 
And who relieves her dies. 

Palm. I only beg th^t you would execute 
The last part first : Let me be put to sea ; 
The bread and water for my tmee days life 
I give you back, I would not live so long; 
But let me 'scape the shame. 

Leon. Look to me, piety; and you, O Gods, look 
to my piety ! 
Keep me from saying that, which misbecomes a sou ; 
But let me die before I see this done. 

Polj/. If you for ever will abjure her sight, 
J can be yet a father ; she shall live. 

Leon. Hear, O you powersj is this to be a fe' 
ther? 
I see 'tis all my happiness and quiet 
You aim at, sir ; and take them ; 
I will not save even my Palmyra s life 
At that ignoble price ; but I'll die with her. 

Palm. So had I doue by you. 
Had fate made me a princess.-r-Death, methink^, 
Is not a terror now : 

He is not fierce, or grim, but fawns, and sooths m©, 
And slides along, like .Cleopatra's aspick, 
Ofiering his service to my troubled breast 

VOL. IV. T 

4 
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Leon. Begin what you have pmposed when you 
please ; 
Lead her to scorn, your triumph ehall he cloubkd. 
As holy priests, 

In pity, go with dying malefactor^ 
So I wUl share her sh^e. 

Poly.. You shall not have your will so much; 
first part them. 
Then execute your office. 

Leon. No ; I'll di© 
In her defence, [Draws hii mwrdL 

Palm. Ah, hold, aiwi pull not oji 
A curse, to make me worthy of my death : 
Do not by lawless force oppose your father, 
Whom you have too much disobeyed for me. 

Leon. Here, take it, sir, and with it pierce my 
heart: 
[Presenting his sword to his Father upon Ms 
knees. 
You have done more in taking my Paimyra. 
You are my ^ther; therefore I submit^ 

Poly. Keep him from any thing lie may deisign 
Against his life, while the first fury lasts ; 
And now perform what I commanded you, 

Leon. In vain ; if swor^ and poison be denied 
me, 
I'll hold my breath and die. 

Palm. Farewell, my last Leonid^s ; yet live, 
I charge you, live, 'till you believe me dead. 
I cannot die in peace, if you die first ; 
If life's a blessing, you shall have it last- 

Pobf. Go on with hev, and lead him aft£r me. 

Enter ApoAj^aeoN hastily^ ri^ith Ht:n^oQ;fiNJ^$. 

Arga. I briqg you, s;r, such news as nuiatamaze 
you, 
And such as will prevent you from an action^ 
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Which would have rendered all your life unhappy* 

[Herhogenes kneels. 

Poly. Hermogenes, you bend your knees in vain, 
My doom's already past. 

Her. I kneel not for Palmyra, for I know 
She will not need my prayers ; but for myself: 
With a feigned tale I nave abused your ears, 
And, therefore, merit death : but since, unforced, 
I first accuse myself, I hope your mercy. 

Poly. Haste to explain your meaning. 

Her. Then, in few words, Palmyra is your 
daughter. 

Poly. How can I give belief to this impostor? 
He, who has once abused me, often may. 
Ill hear no more. 

Arga. For your own sake, you must. 

Her. A parent s love, — for I confess my crime,-^ 
Moved me to say, Leonidas was yours; 
But when I heard Palmyra was to die, 
The fear of guiltless blood so stung my conscience, 
That I resolved, even with my shame, to save 
Your daughter s life. 

Poly. But how can I be certain, but that interest. 
Which moved you firgt to say your son was niine, 
Does not now move you too, to save your daugh- 
ter? . 

Her. You had but then my word ; I briDg you 
now 
Auth^itic testimonies. Sir, in sh0rt, 

[Delivers on his knees a jewels and letter. 
If this .will not convince you, let me suflfer. 

Poly, I know tiiis jewel well;- 'twas once my 
mother s, [Looking Jirst on the jewel. 

Which, marrying, I presented to my wife. 
And thi«, O this t« my Eudocias hand. 
This was the pledge of krpe given to Eudocia, [Reads. 
PFhOf dj/ingy to her young Palmyra leaves it; 
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And this, when you, my dearest lord, receive^ 
Own hery and think on me, dying Eudocia. 
Take it; 'tis well there is no more to -read. 

[7b Arga. 
My eyes grow full, and, swim in their own light. 

\^He embraces Pa lm. 

Palm. I fear, sir, this is your intended pageant 
You sport yourself at poor Palmyra's cost; 
But if you think to make me proud, 
Indeed I cannot be so : I was bora 
With humble thoughts, and lowly, like my birth* 
A real fortune could not make me haughty, 
Much less a feigned. 

Poly. This was her mother s temper. 
I have too much deserved thou shouldst suspect 
That I am not thy father; but my love 
Shall henceforth show I am. Behold my eyes, 
And see a fether there begin to flow : 
This is not feigned, Palmyra. 

Palm. I doubt no longer, sir; you are a king, 
And cannot lie : Falsehood's a vice too base 
To find a room in any royal breast. 
I know, in spite of my unworthiness, 
\ am your child ; for when you would have killed 

me, 
Methought I loved you then. 

Arga. Sir, we forgjBt the prince Leonidas ; 
His greatness should not stand neglected thus. 

Poly. Guards, you may now retire; Give him his 
sword. 
And leave him free. 

Leon. Then the first use I make of liberty 
Shall be, with your permission, mighty siiv 
To pay that reverence to which nature binds me. 

{^Kneels to Hermooenes. 

4rga. Sure you forget your birth, thus tp mis- 
place 
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This act of your obedience ; you should kneel 
To nothing but to heaven, and to a king. 

Leon, I never shall forget ^hat nature owes, 
Nor be ashamed to pay it ; though my father 
Be not a king, I know him brave and honest, 
And well deserving of a worthier son* 

Poly. He bears it gallantly. 

Leon. Why would you not instruct me, sir, be^ 
fore, [To Herm. 

Where I should place my duty ? 
From which, if ignorance have made me sweive; 
I beg your pardon for an erring son. 

Palm. I almost grieve I am a princess, since 
It makes him lose a crown. 

Leon. And next, to you, my king, thus low I 
kneel, 
To implore your metcy j if in that ismall time 
I had the honour to be thought your son, 
I paid not strict obedience to your will. 
I thought, indeed, I should not be compelled^ 
But thought it as your son ; so what I took 
In duty from you, I restored in courage ; * 

Because your son should not be forced; 

Poly. You have my pardon for it. 

Leotti To you, fair princess, I congratulate 
Your birth; of which I ever thought you worthy r 
And give me leave to add, that I am proud 
The gods have picked me out to be the man, 
By whose dejected fate yours is to rise ; 
Because no man could more desire your fortune, 
Or fraijklier part with his, to make you great. 

Palm. I know the king, though you are not his 
son, 
Will still regard you as my foster-brother, 
And so conduct you downward from a throne. 
By slow degrees, so unperceived and soft, 
That it may seepi no fall : Or, if it be, 
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M^ fortune lay a bed of down beneath you! 

Poly. He shall be ranked with my nobility, 
And kept from scorn by a large pension given him. 

Leon. You are all great and royal in your gifts ; 

[Bawmg. 
But at the donor s feet I lay them down : 
Should I take rictus from you, it woi^ seesa 
As 1 did want a soul to bear that poverty, 
To which the gods designed my humble birth : 
And should 1 take your honours without merit, 
It would appear, I wanted manly courage 
To hope them, in your seryice, from my sword* 

Poly. Still brave, and like youi-self 
The court shall shine this night in its full splen- 
dour, 
And celebrate this new discovery. 
Argaleon, lead my daughter : As we go, 
I shall have time to give her my commands. 
In which you aie concerned. 

[Exeunt all but Leon id as. 

Leon. Methinks, I do not want 
That huge long train of fawning followers. 
That swept a furlong after me. 
1'is true 1 am alone ; 

So was the godhead, ere he made the world. 
And better served himself, than served by nature.^ 
And yet I have a soul 

AbDve this humble fate. I could commandi, 
Love to do good, give largely to true merit, 
All that a king should do: But though these am 

not 
My province, I have scene enough within. 
To exercise my virtue. 
All that a heart, so fixed as mine, Can move. 
Is, that my niggard fortune starves my love. 

[EMt. 
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SCENE 11. 

Palamsbe flrwi/ DoRALiCE meet: She, with a book 
in her hand, seems to start at the sight of him. 

Dor. Tis a strange thing that no warning will 
serve your turn ; and that no retirement will secure 
me from your hnpertinent addressed ! Did not I 
tell you, that I was to be private here at my de\ o- 
tionft? 

Pala. Yes ; and you see I have observed my cue 
exactly: I am come to relieve you from them. 
Came, shut up, shut up your book ; the man's come 
who is to supply all your necessities. 

Dor. Then, it seems, you are so impudent to 
think it was an assignation ? This, I warrant, was 
your lewd interpretation of my innocent meaning. 

Pala. Venus forbid, that I should harbour so 
unreasonable a thought of a fair young lady, that 
you should lead me nither into temptation. I con- 
fess^ I might think indeed it was a kind of honoum- 
ble challenge, to meet privately without seconds, 
and decide the difFei'ence betwixt the two sexes; 
but heaven forgive me, if I thought amiss. 

Dor. You thought too, I'll lay my life on't, that 
you might as well make love to me, as my husband 
does to your mistress. 

Pala. I was so unreasonable to think so too. 

Dor. And then you wickedly inferred, that there 
was some justice in the revenge of it ; or, at least, 
but little injury for a man to endeavour to enjoy 
that, which he accounts a blessing, and ^hich is 
not valued as it ought by the dull possessor. Con- 
fess your wickedness, — did you not think so? 

Pala. I confess I was thinking so, as fast as I 
eould ; but you think so much before me, that you 
will let me think nothing. 
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Dor. 'Tis the veiy thing that I designed ; I have 
forestalled all your arguments, and left you without 
a word more, to plead for mercy. If you have 

any thing farther to offer, ere sentence pass ^ 

Poor animal, I brought you hither only for my di- 
version. 

Paki. That you may have, if you'll make use of 
me the right way; but I tell thee, woman, I am^ 
now past talking. 

Dor. But it may be, I came hither to hear what 
fine things you could say for yourself. 

Pala. You would be very angry, to my know-* 
ledge, if I should lose so much time to say many 
of them. — By this hand you would ! 

Dor. Fye, Palamede, I am a woman of honour. 

Pala. I see you are ; you have kept touch withr 
your assignation : And before we part, you shall 
find that I am a naan of honour. Yet I havfe one 
scruple of, conscience 

Dor. I warrant you will not want some naughty 
argument, or other, to satisfy yourself. — ^I hope you 
are afraid of betraying your friend ? 

Pala. Of betraying my friend ! I am more afraid 
of being betrayed by you to my friend. You wo- 
men now are got into the way of telling first your- 
selves: A man, who has any care of his reputa-: 
tion, will be loth to trust it with you. 

Dor. O, you charge your faults upon our sex! 
You men are like cocks ; you never make love, but 
you clap your wings, and crow when you have 
done^ 

Pala. Nay, rather you women are like hens; 
you never lay, but you cackle an hour after, to dis^ 
cover your nest. — But I'll venture it for once. 

Dor. To convince you that you are in the 
wrong, I'll retire into the dark grotto, to my devo- 
tion, and make so Httle noise, that it shall be imr 
possible for you to find me. 
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Pala. But if I find you- 



Dor. Ay, if you find me—But Til put yoii to 
6earcb in more comers than you imagine. 

[She runs in, and he offer her. 

Enter Rhodophil and Melantha. 

MeL Let me die, but this solitude, and that 
grotto are scandalous ; I'll go no further ; besides, 
you have a sweet lady of your own. 

Rho. But a sweet mistress, now and then, makes 
my sweet lady so much more sweet. 

MeL I hope you will not force me? 

Rho. But I will, if you desire it. 

Pala. [fVithin.] Where the devil are you, ma- 
dam? 'Sdeatb, I begin to be weary of this hide and 
seek : If you stay a little longer, till the fit's over, 
I'll hide in my turn, and put you to the finding' 
me. [He enters, and sees Rhodophil and Melan- 
tha.] How ! Rhodophil and my mistress ! 

MeL My servant, to apprehend me ! this is sur-^ 
prenant au dernier. 

Rho. I must on; there's nothing but impudence 
can help me out. 

Pala. Rhodophil, how came you hither in so^ 
good company? 

Rho. As you see, Palamede ; an eflPect of pure 
friendship ; I was not able to live without you. 

Pala. But what makes my mistress with you ? 

Rho. ^hjy I heard you were here alone, an<t 
could not in civility but bring her to you. 

MeL You'll pardon the effects of a passion which 
I may now avow for you, if it transported me be- 
yond the rules of bienseance. 

Pala. But, who told you I was here ? they, that 
.told you that, may tell you more, for aught Iknow. 

Rho. O, for that matter, we had intelligence. 

Pala. But let me tell you, we came hither sa 
very privately, that you could not trace us. 
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Rko. Us ! what us ? you are alone* 

Pala. \Jb\ the devils in me for mistakilig :*--me, 
I meant. Or us, that is, ycni arc roe, or I you, ^» 
we are friends : That's us. 

Dor. Palamede, Palamede! [PTithin. 

Rho. I should know that voice; who's within 
there, that calls you ? 

Pala. Faith, I can't imagine; I bcHcvc the place 
is haunted. 

Dor. Palamede, Palamede, all-cocks hidden. 

[fFithin. 

Pala. Lord, Lord, what shall I do ?-*-WelI^ dear 
friend, to let you see I scorn to hi jealous, and that 
I dare trust my mistress with you, take her b^ick, 
for 1 would not willingly have her frighted, and I 
am resolved to see who's there; I'll not be daunted 
with a bugbear, that's certain: — Prithee, dispute it 
not, it ;8hall be so ; nay do not put me to swear, 
but go quickly : There s an effort of pure friendship 
for you now. 

Enter Dora lice, and looks amazed^ seeing them. 

Rho. Doralice ! I am thunder-struck to see you 
here. , 

Pala. So am I! quite thunder-struck. Was it 
you, that called me within? — I must be inipudent. 

Rho. How came you hither, spouse ? 

Pala. Ay, how came you hither? And, which is 
ttiore, how could you be here without my know- 
ledge ? 

Dor. \To her husband.'] O, gentlemen, have I 
caught you i'faith I have I broke forth in ambush 
upon you ! I thought my suspicions would prove 
true. 

Rko. Suspicions ! this is very fine, spouse ! Pri- 
thee, what suspicions ? 

Dor. Q, you feign ignorance : Why, of you and 

5 
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Melantha ; here have I staid these two hours^ wait- 
ing with all the rage of a passionate, loving wife, 
but infinitelv jealous, to take. you two in the xasoEtr 
ner; for hither I was certain you woidd come, 

Rko. But you are mistaken, spouse, in the occa- 
sion ; for we came hither on purpose to find Pala- 
mcde, on intelligence he was gone before. 

Pala. ni be hanged then, if the same party, who 
gave you intelligence I was here, did not tell your 
wife you would come hither. Now I smell the ma- 
lice on't on both sides. 

Dor. Was it so, think you? nay, thefi, FU con- 
fess my part of the malice too. As soon as ever I 
spied my husband and Melantha come .together^ I 
had a strange temptation to make him jealous ill 
revenge; and that made me call Palamede, Paia- 
mede ! as though there had been an intrigue be- 
tween us. 

MeL Nay, I avow, there wAs an appearance of 
an intrigue between us too. 

Faia. To see how things will come about ! 

Rko. And was it only thus, my dear Doralice ? 

[Embrace. 

Dor. And did I wrong n'own Rhodophilj with a 
^felse suspicion? [Embracing him. 

Pala. [Aside.] Now I am confident we had all 
four the same design : Tis a pretty odd kind of 
game this, where each of us plays for double stakes : 
I'hia is just thrust and parry with the same motion ; I 
am to get his wife, and yet to guard my own mistress. 
But I am vilely suspicious, that, while I conquer in 
the right wing, I shall be routed in the left ; for 
both our women will certainly betray their party, 
because they are each of them for gaining of twoj 
as well as we ; and I much fear^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



800 *f ARfeiAGE A-LA-Moiil:. AtT it^; 

If their necessities and ours were known, 
They have more need of two, than we of one. 

[Ejceunty embracing one another j 



ACT IV. SCENIi I. 

J^nter Leonidas, musing; Amalthea, following 

him. 

AmaL Yonder he is ; and I must speak or die ; 
And yet 'tis death to speak : yet he must know 
I have a passion for him, and may know it 
With a less blush ; because to offer it 
To his low fortunes, shows I loved before, 
His person, not his greatness. 

Leon. First scorned, and now commanded from 
the court ! 
The king is good ; but he is wrought to this 
By proud Argaleon's malice. 
What more disgrace can love and fortune join 
To inflict upon one man? I cannot now 
Behold my dear Palmyra : She, perhaps, too, 
Is grown ashamed of a mean ill-placed love. 

AmaL Assist me, Venus, for I tremble when 
I am to speak, but I must force myself. . [Aside. 
Sir, I would crave but one short minute with you. 
And some few words. 

Leon. The proud Argaleon s sister! [Aside. 

Amal. Alas! it will not out; Shame stops my 
mouth. [Aside. 

Pardon my error, sir ; I was mistaken, 
And took you for another. 

Leon. In spite of all his guards, I'll see Palmyra; 

[Aside^ 
Though meanly^ born, I have a kingly soul. 
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^mal I stand upon a precipice, where fain 
I would retire, but love still thrusts me on : 
Now I grow bolder, and will speak to him. [Aside. 
Sir, 'tis indeed to you that I would speak. 
And if 

Leon. O, you are sent to scorn my fortunes ? 
Your sex and beauty are your privilege ; 
But should your brother 

Amal. Now he looks angry, and I dare not speak, 
I had some business with you, sir, 
But 'tis not worth your knowledge. 

Leon. Then 'twill be charity to let me mourn 
My griefs alone, fqr I am much disordered. 

Amal 'Twill be more charity to piQura them wjtJi^ 
you: 
Heaven knows I pity you, 

Leon. Your pity, madam, 
Js generous, but 'tis unavailable. 

Amal. You know not till 'tis tried. 
Your sorrows are no secret; you have lost 
A crowQ, and mistress. 

Leon. Are not thes^ enough? 
Hang two such weights on any other soul, 
And see if it can bear them. 

Amiil. More; you are banished, by my brother « 
means, 
And neer must hope again to see your princess; 
Except as prisoners view fair walks and streets, 
And careless passengers going by their grates. 
To make them feel the want of liberty. 
But, worse than all> 

The king this morning has enjoined his daughter 
To accept my brothers love. 

Leon. Is this your pity? 
Ypu aggravate my griefs, and print them deeper, 
in new and heavier stamps. 

4 
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Amal 'Ti« as }^ysician$ sho\ir the desperate ill^ 
To endear their art, by mitigating pains 
They cannot wholly cure : When you despair 
Of all you wish, 8ome psurt of i% because 
Unhoped for, may be grateful ; and 3omc other ■ ■- ■r 

Letm. What other? 

AinaL Some other may — — 
My shame again has seized me, and I can go [Aside. 
No farther. 

Leon. These often foiling sighs and interruption/s 
Make me imagine you have grief Hke mine: 
Have you ne er loved ? 

AmaL I ? never ! — Tis in vain : 
I must despair in silence. [Aside. 

Leon. You come, as 1 suspected then, to mock, 
At least observe, my griefs : Take it not ill, 
That I must leave you. [Is going. 

AmaL You must not go with these unjust opi- 
nions. 
Connsaxid my life aod fertiMies : you are wise ; 
Think, and think well, what I can. do to serve you. 

Leon. I have but one thing in my thoughts and 
wishes : 
If, by your means, I can obtain the sight 
Of my adored Palmyra; or, whats harder, 
One minute's time, to tell her, 1 die hefrs — 

[She starts bach. 
I see I am not to expect it from you ; 
Nor could, indeed, with reason. 

AmaL Name any other thing! Is Amalthea- 
So despicable, she can serve your wishes 
In this alone ? 

Leon. If I should ask of heaven, 
I have no other suit 

AmaL To show you/ then, I can deny you »©- 
thing, 
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Thou^ 'tis more haid to me thin any otber, 
Yet I will do it for you. 

Zem. Name quidly, name the means ! ^peak^ my 
good angel ! 

Amal. Be not » mtich o'eijoyed ; for, if you wc, 
rU rather die than do't. Thiii night the court 
Will be in masquerade ; 
You shall attend on me; in that disguise . 
You may both see and s^ak to her> 
If you dare venture it. 

Leon. Yes ; were a god her guardian, 
And bore in each haod thunder, I would venture. 

Amal. Farewell, then ; two hours hence I will ex- 
pect you : — 
My heart » so full, that I can stay no longer. 

Leon. Already it grows dusky ; I'll prepare 
' With haste for my disguise. But who are these? 

Enter Hebmoc^nes andf^vBVLvs. 

Her. Tis he ; we need not fear to $peak to hinu 

Eui. liBonidas? 

Lem. Sure I have known that voice. 

Her. You have some reason, sir; 'tis JEubulus, 
Who bred you with the princess ; and, departing, 
Becpieathed you to my cure, 

Leott. My foster-father ! let my knees e:^press 
My joys for your retwii ! {Krmiing. 

Eub. Base, sir; you must not kneel. 

Leon. E'er since you left me, 
I have been wandering in a maze of fate, 
Led by false fires of a fentastic glory. 
And the vain lustre of imagined crowns* 
But, ah! why would you leave me? or how could yoit 
Absent youificlf so long? 

Eub. I'll give you a most just account of botli : 
• And somethmg more I have to tell you, which 
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I know must cause your wonder; but this place. 
Though almost hid in darkness, is not safe. 
Already I discern sopie coming towards us. 

[Torches appear^ 
With lights, who may discover me. Hermogenes, 
Your lod^ngs are hard by, and much more private. 

Her. Ihere you may freely speak. 

Leon. Let us make haste ; 
For some affairs, and of no small importance. 
Call me another way. [Ereufif. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter Palamede and Rhodophil, with Vizor 
Masques in their Hands^ and Torches before them^ 

Pah. We shall have noble sport to-night, Rho- 
dppBil ; this masquerading is a most glorious inven- 
tion. 

Rho. I believe it was invented first by some jea- 
lous lover, to discover the haunts of his jilting mis- 
tress; or, perhaps, by some distressed servant, to 
gain an opportunity with a jealous man's wife. 

Pala. No, it must be the invention of a woman, 
it has so much of subtilty and love in it 

Rho. I am sure 'tis extremely pleasant; for to go 
unknown, is the next degree to going invisible. 

Pala. What with our antic habits and feigned 
voices, — Do you know me? and — I know youy — ^me- 
thinks we move and talk just like so many over- 
grown puppets. 

Rho. Masquerade is only vizor-mask improved; 
a heightening of the same fashion. 

Pala. No, masquerade is vizor-mask in debauch, 

and I Uke it the better fort: for, with a vizor-mask, 

we fool ourselves into courtship, for the sake of au 

eye that glanced; or a hand that stole itself out of 

* e glove soHitetimes, to give us ^ sample of the 
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skin: But in masquerade thei^e is nothing to be 
known, she's all terra incognita; and the bold disco- 
verer leaps ashore, and takgs his lot among the 
wild Indians and savages, without the vile consi- 
deration of safety to his person, or of beauty, or 
wholesomeness in his mistress. 

Enter Beliza,. 

Rko. Beli^a, what make you here? 

Bel. Sir, my lady sent me after you, to let you 
know, she finds herself a little indisposed; so that 
she cannot be at court, but is retired to rest in her 
own apartment, where she shall want the happiness 
of your dear embraces to night. 

R/io. A very fine phrase, Beliza, to let me know 
my wife desires to lie alone. 

Pala. I doubt, Rhodophil, ypu take the pains 
sometimes to instruct your wife s woman in these 
elegancies. 

Rko. Tell my dear lady, that since I must be so 
unhappy as not to wait on her to-night, I will la-r 
ment bitterly for her absence. Tis true I shall be 
at court, but I will take no 4ivertisement there ; 
^nd when I return to my solidary bed, if I am so 
forgetful of my passion as to sleep, I will dream of 
her; and betwixt sleep and waking, put out my 
foot towards her si4e, for midni^t consolation; 
and, not finding her, I will sigh, ^nd imagine my* 
self a most desolate widower. 

Bel. I shall do your commands, sir. [Ej;it. 

Rho. [Aside.'] She's sick as aptly for my purpose, 
as if she had contrived it so. W ell, if ever woman, 
was a help-mate for man, my i^ouse is so; for 
within this hour I received a note from Melantha, 
that she would meet me this evening in masquer 
wde, in boys habit, to rejoice with me before sh? 

vax. IV. m 
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entered into fetters ; for I find she loves me better 
than Palamede, only because he's to be her hus- 
band. There's something of antipathy in the word 
marriage to the nature of love: marriage is the 
mere ladle of affection, that cools it when 'tis never 
so fiercely boiling over. 

Pala. Dear Rhodophil, I must needs beg your 

Eardon ; there is an occasion fallen out which I 
ad forgot : I cannot be at court to-night. 
Rho. Dear Palamede, I am sorry we shall not 
have one course together at the herd ; but I find 
your game lies single : Good fortune to you with 
your mistress. [Exit. 

Pala. He has wished me good fortune with his 
wife ; there's no sin in this then, there's fair leave 
given. Well, I must go visit the sick ; I cannot 
resist the temptations of my charity. O what a 
difference will she find betwixt a dull resty hus- 
band, and a quick vigorous lover! He sets out like 
a carrier s horse, plodding on, because he knows he 
must, with the bells of matrimony chiming so me- 
lancholy about his neck, in pain till he's at his jour- 
ney's end ; and, despairing to get thither, he is fain 
to fortify imagination with the thoughts of another 
woman : I take heat after heat, like a well-breathed 
courser, and — But hark, what noise is that? Swords! 
[Clashing of swords within.] Nay, then, have with 
you. [Edit Pala. 

Re-enter Palamede, with Rhodophil; and Dora- 
lice in maris habit. 

Rho. Friend, your relief was very timely, other-' 
wise I had been oppressed. 
Pala. What was the quarrel? 
Rho. What I did was in rescue of this youth. 
Pala, What cause could he give them ? 
Dor. The cause was nothing but only the com- 
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mon cause of fighting in masquerades: They were 
drunk, as I was sober. 

Rho. Have they not hurt you? 

Dor, No ; but I am exceeding ill with the fright 
on't. 

Pala. Lets lead him to some place, where he 
n^ay refresh himself 

Rho. Do you conduct him then. 

Palu. [Aside.'l How cross this happens to my de- 
sign of going to Doralice! for I am confident she 
was sick on purpose that I should visit her. Hark 
you, Rhodophil, could not you take care of the 
stripling? I am partly engaged to-night. 

Rho. You know I have business; but come, 
youth, if it must be so. 

Dor. to Rho. No, good sir, do not give yourself 
that trouble ; I shall be safer, and better pleased 
with your friend Jiere. 

Rho. Farewell, then; once more I wish you a 
good adventure. 

Pala. Damn this kindness ! now must I be trou- 
bled with this young rogue, and miss my opportu- 
nity with Doralice. 

[-E.nV Rho. abne; Pala. with Dor 

SCENE III. 

Enter Polydamus. 

Poly. Argaleon counselled well to banish him: 
He has, I know riot what. 
Of greatness in his looks, and of high fate, 
That almost awes me ; but I fear my daughter. 
Who hourly moves me for him ; and I marked, 
She sighed when I but named Argaleon to her. 
But see, the maskers : Hence, my cares, this night 1 
At least take truce, and find me on my pillow. 
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Enter the Princess in masquerade, with Ladies. At 
the other end, Argaleon and Gentlemen in masz 
querade; ^to Leonidas leading Amalthea. Th^ 
King sits. A JOance. After the Dance^ 

Amal to Leon. That's the princess; 
I saw the habit ere she put it on. 

Leonl I know her by a thousand other signs; 
She cannot hide so much divinity. 
Disguised,, and silent, yet some graceful motion 
Breaks from her, and shines mund her like a glory. 

[Goes to Palmyra, 

Amal. Thus she reveals herself, and knows it not: 
Like love's dark Janthorn, I direct his steps, 
And yet he sees not that, which gives him light. 

Palni. I know you; but, alas! Leonidas, 
Why should you tempt this danger on yourself? 

Leofi. Madam, you know me not, if you believe 
I would not hazard greater for your sake. 
But you, I fear, are changed. 

Pahn. No, I am still the same ; 
But there are many things became Palmyra, 
Which ill become the princess. 

Leon. I a^sk nothing 
Which honour will not give you leave to grant : 
One hour's short audience, at my father s house, 
You cannot sure refuse me. 

Palm, Perhaps 1 should, did I consult strict vir- 
tue; 
But something must be given to love and yovi. 
When would you I should come ? 

Leon. This evening, with the speediest opportu- 
nity. 
I have a secret to discover to you. 
Which will surprise and please you. 

Palm. 'Tis enough, 
po now ; iox we may be observed and known. 
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I trust your honour; give me not occasion 
To blame myself, or you. 

Leon. You never sjiall repent your good opiniort. 

[Kisses h^r hand, and Ea:it. 

Arga. I cannot be deceived; that is the princess : 
One of her maids betrayed the habit to me. 
But who wa3 he with whom ^he held discourse? 
^Tis one she favours, for he kissed her hand. 
Our shapes are like, our habits near the same; 
She may mistake, and speak to me for him. 
I am resolved; III satisfy my doubts, 
Though to be more tormented. 

SONG. 



Whilst Alexis lay prest 

In her arms he hoed best. 
With his hands round her neck. 

And his head on her breast. 
He found the Jierce pleasure too hasty tp st^y^ 
And his soul in the tempest just fiying (may, ' 

When CaJia smo this. 

With a sigh and a kiss, - 

She cried, — O, my dear, lam robbed rf my bUssf 

^Tis unkind to your Uwe, and m^akhfuUy done^ 

To kace me behind you, and die all alone» 

IIL 

The youth, though in haste^ 
And breathing his last^< ' 

In pity died sUywly, while she died more fast ; 
Till at length she cried, — Now, my dear, now kt 

us go; 
Nbzv- die, my Alexis,, and I will die t§fj 
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IV. 

Thtis entranced they did fe, 
Till Alexis did try 

To recover new breathy that again he might die: 
Then often they died; but the more they did sOy 
The nymph died more quickj and the shepherd 
more slaw. 

Another Dance. After it, Argaleon re-enterSj and 
stands by the Princess. 

Palm. Leonidas, what means this quick return? 

[To Arga. 

Ai^ga. O heaven ! *tis what I feared. 

Palm. Is aught of moment happened since you 
went? 

Arga. No,' madam ; but I understood not fully 
Your last commands. 

Palm. And yet you answered to them. 
Retire ; you are too indiscreet a lover : 
ni m^ et you where I promised. [Exit. 

Arga. O my curst fortune! what have I disco- 
vered ! 
But I will be revenged. [Whispers to the King. 

Poly. But are you certain you are not deceived? 
' Arga. Upon my life. 

Poly. Her honour is concerned. 
Somewhat III do ; but I ,am yet distracted, 
And know not where to fix. I wished a child, 
And heaven, in anger, granted my request. 
So blind we are, our wishes are so vain, 
That what we most desire, proves most our pain. 

[Exeunt 
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SCENE IV. 

Jn Eating-house, Bottles of Wine on the tabk, 
Palamede, and Dora lice, in Mans Habit. 

Dor. [Aside.]. Now cannot I find in my heart to 
discover myself, though I long he should know me. 

Pala. I tell thee, boy, now I have seen thee safe, 
I must be gone : I have no leisure to throw away 
on thy raw conversation ; I am a person that un- 
derstands better things, I. 

Dor. Were I a woman, oh how you would ad- 
mire me ! cry up every word I said, and screw your 
face into a submissive smile ; as I have seen a ciull 
gallant act wit, arid counterfeit pleasantness, when 
he whispers to a great person in a play-house ; smile, 
and look briskly, when the other answers, as if 
something of extraordinary had past betwixt them, 
when, heaven knows, there was nothing else but, 
— ^What a clock does your lordship think it is? And 
my lord's repartee is, — It is almost park-time; or, at 
most, — Shall we out of the pit, and go behind the 
scenes for an act or two ? And yet such fine things 
as these would be wit in a niistress's mouth. 

Pala. Ay, boy ; there dame Nature's in the case : 
He, who cannot find wit in a mistress, deserves to 
find npthing else, boy. But these are riddles to 
thee, child, and I have not leisure to instruct thee ; 
I have affairs to dispatch, great affairs ; I am a man 
of business. 

Dor. Come, you shall not go : You have no af- 
fairs but what you may dispatch here, to my know* 
ledge. 

Pala. I find now, thou art a boy of more under- 
standing than 1 thought thee ; a vcr^ lewd wicked 
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boy : O' my conscience, thou would'st debauch me^ 
and hast some evil designs upon my person. 

Dor. You are mistaken, sir ; I would only have 
you shew me a more lawful reason why you would 
leave me, than I can why you should not, and I'll 
not stay you ; for I am not so young, but I under- 
-statid the necessities of flesh and blood, and the 
pressing occasions of mankind, as well as you. 

Pah. A very forward and understanding boy ! 
thou art in great danger of a page's wit, to be brisk 
at fourteen, and dull at twenty. But I'll give thee 
no further account ; I must, and will go. 

Dor. My life on it, your mistress is not at home* 

Pala. This imp will make me very angry.— I tell 
thee, young sir, she is at home, and at home for 
me ; and, which is more, she is a-bed for me, and 
Bick for me. 

Dor. For you only ? 

PaUi. Aye, for me only. 

Dor., But how do you know she's sick a-bed ? 

Pala. She sent her husband word so. 

Dor. And are you such a novice in love, to be- 
lieve a wife's message to her husband ? 

Pala. Why, what the devil should be her meann 
ing else ? 

Dot. It may be, to go in masquerade, as well a& 
you; to observe your haunts, and keep you com- 
pany without your knowledge. 
' Pala. Nay, I'll trust her for that : She loves me 
too well, to drsguise herself from me. 

Dor. If I were she, I would disguise gb. purpose* 
to try your wit; and tome to my servant like a rid- 
dle, — Read n?e,' aind take me. 

Pala. I could know her in any shape : My good 
genius would prohxpt me to find out a handsome 
- woman : There's something that would attract me> 
to her without my knowledge. 
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Dor. Then you mak^ a load-stone of your mis- 
tress? 

PcUa. Yes, and I carry steel about me^ whicJb has 
been so often touched, that it never fails to point 
to the north pole. 

Dor, Yet still my mind gives me, that you have 
met her disguised to-night, and have not known 
her. 

Paia. This is the most pragmatical conceited lit- 
tle fellow, he will needs understand my business^ 
better than myself. I tell thee, once more, thou 
dost not know my mistress. 

Dor^ And I tell you once more, that I know her 
better than you do. 

Pala. The boy's resolved to have the last word* 
I find L must go without reply. [Exit. 

Dor. Ah mischief, 1 have lost him with my fool- 
ing. Palamede, Palamede! 

He returns. She plucks offherperukey and puts it 
on again when he knows her. 

Pala. O heavens ! is it you, madam ? 

Doi\ Now, where was your good genius, that 
would prompt you to find me out ? 

Pala. Why, you see I was not deceived; you 
yourself were my good genius. 

Dor. But where was the steel, that knew the^load^ 
atone? Ha? 

Pala. The truth is, madam, the steel has lost its 
virtue ; and, therefore, if you please,' we'll new 
touch it 

Enter Rhodophil ; and Melan'tha in Boys habit. 
Rhodophil sees Palamede kissing Doralice's 
hand. 
Rho. Palamede again! am I fallen into your 
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c|uarters ? What ? Engaging with a boy ? Is all ho- 
nourable ? 

PaUi. O, very lionourable on my side. I was 
just chastising this young villain ; he was running 
away, without paying his share of the reckoning, 

Itho. Then I find I was deceived in him. 

Pah. YeSj you are deceived in him : 'tis the 
archest rogue, if you did but know him. 

Mel. Good Rhodophil, liet us get off a-la derobbSe, 
for fear I should be discovered. 

Rho. There's no retiring now ; I warrant you for 
discovery. Npw have I the oddest thought, to en* 
tertain you before your servant's face, and he never 
the wiser ; it will be the prettiest juggling trick, to 
cheat him when he looks upon us. 

Met. This is the strangest caprice in you. 

Pala. \to DoBALiCE.] This Rhodophil's the un- 
luckiest fellow to me ! this is now the second time 
he has barred the dice when we were just ready to 
have nicked him ; but if ever I get the box again — 
^ Dor. Do you think he will not know me? Am 
I like myself? 

Pala. No more than a picture in the hangings. 

Dor. Nay, then he can never discover me, now 
the wrong side of the arras is turned towards him. 

Pala. At least, it will be some pleasure to me, to 
enjoy what freedom I can while he looks on ; I will 
storm the out- works of matrimony even before his 
face. 

Mho. What wine have you there, Palamede? . * 

Pala. Old Chios, or the rogue's damn'd that 
drew it. 

Rho. Come, — to the most constant of mistresses ! 
that, I believe, is yours, Palamede. 

Dor. Pray spare your seconds; for my part I am 
but a weak brother. 

Pala. Now, — to the truest of turtles ! that is your 



Digitized by 



Google 



seEXE ly. MARRIAGE A-LA-HODK. SIS 

wife, Rhodophil, that lies sick at home, in the bed of 
honour. 

Rho. Now let us have one common health, and 
so have done. 

Dor. Then, for once, I'll begin it. Here's to him 
that has the fairest lady of Sicily in masquerade to 
night. 

Pala. This is such an obliging health. 111 kiss 
thee, dear rogue, for thy invention. [Kisses her. 

Rho. He, who has this lady, is a happy man, with- 
out dispute, — I m most concerned in this, I am sure. 

[Aside. 

Pala. Was it not well found out, Rhodophil ? 

MeL Ay, this was bien trouvSe indeed. 

Dor. [to Melantha.] I suppose I shall do you a 
kindness, to enquire if you have not been in France, 
sir } 

Mel. To do you service, sir. 

Dor. O, mqnsieur, wire valet bien humble. 

[Saluting her. 

Mel. Voire esclave, nwnsieur, de tout mon cctar. 

[Returning the salute. 

Dor. I suppose, sweet sir, you are the hope and 
joy of some thriving citizen, who has pinched him 
self at home, to breed you abroad. Where you have 
learned your exercises, as it appears, most aukward- 
ly, and are returned, with the addition of a new-laced 
bosom and a clap, to your good old father, who looks 
at you with his mouth, while you spout French with 
your man monsieur. 

Pala. Let me kiss thee again for that, dear rogue. 

MeL And you, 1 imagine, are my young master, 
whom your mothev durst not trust upon salt-water, 
but left you to be your own tutor at fourteen, to be 
very brisk and entreprenant^ to endeavour to be de- 
bauched ere you have learned the knack of it, to 
value yourself upon a clap before you can get it, 
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iand to rhake it the height of your ambition to get 
a player for your mistress. 

Rho. [embracing Melai^tha.] O dear young bald- 
ly, thou hast tickled him with a repartee^ iTaith. 

MeL You are one of those that applaud our coun- 
try plays, where drums, and trumpets, and blood, 
and wounds, are wit. 

Rho. Again, my boy ? Let me kiss thee most 
abundantly. 

Dor. You are an admirer of the dull French 
poetry, which is so thin, that it is the very Jeaf-gold 
of wit, the very wafers and whip'd cream of sense, 
for which a man opens his mouth, and gapes, to 
swallow nothing: And to be an admirer of such 
profound dulness, one must be endowed with a 
great perfection of impudence and ignorance. 

Palo. Let me embrace thee most vehemently. 

MeL 111 sacrifice my life for French poetry. 

[Advancing. 
. Do7\ I'll die upon the spot for our country wit. 

Rho. [to Melantha.] Hold, hold, young Mars ! 
Palamede, draw back your hero. 

P&la. 'Tis time ; I shall be drawn in for a.second 
else at the wrong weapon. 

MeL O that 1 were a man, for thy sake ! 

Dor. You'll be a man as soon as I shall 

Unter a Messenger to Rhodophil. 

Mes^ Sir, the king has instant business with you ; 
I saw the guard drawn up by your lieutenant^ 
Before the palace-gate, ready to march. 
• Rko, Tis somewhat sudden ; say that I am com- 
ing. {EMt Messenger. 
Now, Pakmedt, what think you of this sport ? 
This is some sudden tumult; will you along? 

Fala. Yes, yes, I will go ; but the devil take mt 
if ever I was less in humour. Why the pox coul«i 
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they not have staid their tumult till to-moiTow? 
Then I had done my business, and been ready for 
them. Tiiith is, I had a little transitory crime to 
have committed first; and I am the worst man in, 
the world at repenting, till a sin be thoroughly 
done : But what shall we do with th^ two boys ? 

Rho. Let them take a lodging in the house, 'till 
the business be over* 

Dor, What, lie with a boy ? For my part, I own 
it, I cannot endure to lie with a boy. 

Pala. The mores my sorrow, I cannot accommo* 
date you with a better bed-fellow. 

Mel. Let me die, if I enter into a pair of sheets 
with him that hates the French. 

Dor. Pish, take no care for us, but leav^ us in 
the streets; I wan-ant you, as late as it is, Til find 
my lodging as well as any drunken bully of them all. 

Rho. ril fight in mere revenge, and wreak my 
passion. 
On all that spoil this hopeful assignation^ [Aside. 

Pala. I'm sure we fight in a good quarrel : 
Rogues may pretend religion, and the laws ; 
Put a kind mistress is the good old cause. [Eseunt. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Palmyra, Eubulus, and HermogkneiV 

Palm. You tell me wonders ; that Leonidas 
Is prince Theagenes, the late king s son. 

Eub. It seems as stiunge to him, as now to you^ 
Before I had convinced him ; but, besides 
Jlis great resemblance to the king his father, 
The queen his mother lives, secured by me 
In a religious house, to whom„ each year, 
I brought the news of his increasing virtues. 
JVly last long absence from you both was caused 
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By wounds, which in my journey I received, 
When set upon by thieves ; I lost those jewels 
And letters, which your dying mother left. 

Herm. The same he means, which, since, brought 
to the king, 
Made him first know he had a child alive : 
Twas then my care of prince Leonidas, 
Caused me to say he was the usurper s son ; 
Till after, forced by your apparent danger, 
I made the true discovery of your birth, 
And once more hid my prince's. 

Enter Leonidas." 

Leon. Hormogenes, and Eubulus, retire ; 
Those of our party, whom I left without, 
Expect your aid and counsel. 

[Exeunt Herm. and Eub. 

Palm. I should, Leonidas, congratulate 
This happy change of your exalted fate 1, 
But, as my joy, so you my wonder move. 
Your looks have more of business than of love ; 
And your last words some' great design did shew. 

Leon. I frame not any to be hid from you; 
You, in my love, all my designs may see. 
But what nave loVe and you designed for me ? 
Fortune, once more, has set the balance right ; 
First, equalled us in lowness ; then, in height. 
Both of us have so long, like gamesters, thrown, 
Till fiite comes round, and gives to each his own. 
As fate is equal,, so may love appear : 
Tell me, at least, what I must hope, or fear. 

Palm. After so many proofs, how can you call 
My love in doubt ? Fear nothing, and hope all. 
Think what a prince, with honour, may receive, 
Or I may give, without a parent's leave. 

Leon. You give, and then restrain the grace you 
shew; 
As, ostentatious priests, when souls they woo, 
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Promise their heaven to all, but gfant to few. 
But do for me, what I have dared for you; 
I did no argument from duty bring : 
Duty's a name, and love's a real thing. 

Paim. Man'^ love may, like wild torrelits, over- 
flow; 
Woman's as deep, but in its banks must go. 
My love is mine, and that I can impart ; 
But cannot give my person, with my heart. 

Leon. Your love is then no gift : 
For, when the person it does not convey, 
Tis to give gold, and not to give the key. 

Palm. Then ask my father. 

Leon. He detains my throne ; 
Who holds back mine, will hardly give his own. 

Palm. What then remains? 

Leon. That I must have recourse 
To arms, and take my love and crown, by force. 
Hennogenes is forming the design ; 
And with him all the brave and loyal join. 

Palm. And is it thus you court Palmyra's bed ? 
Can she the mmderer of her parent wed? 
Desist from-force : So much you well may give 
To love, and me, to let my father Hve. 

Leon. Each act of mine my love to you has 
shewn; 
But-you, who tax my want of it, have none. 
You bid me part with you, and let him live ; 
But they should nothing ask, who nothing give. 

Palm. I give what virtue, and what duty can. 
In vowing ne'er to wed another man. 

Leon. You will be forced to be Argaleon's wife. 

Palm. I'll keep my promise, though I lose my 
life. 

Leon. Then you lose love, for which we both 
contend ; 
For life is but the means, but love's the end. 
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Palm. Our souls shall love hereafter. 

Leon. I much feas, . 
That soul, which could deny the body here 
To taste of love, would be a niggard there. 

Palm. Then 'tis past hope : our cruel fate, I sec; 
Will make a sad divorce 'twixt you and me. 
For, if you foice employ, by heaven I swear^ 
And all blessed beings, 

Leon. Your rash oath forbear. 

Palm. I never — — 

Leon. Hold once more. But yet, as h^ 
Who 'scapes a dangerous leap, looks back to see; ' 
So I desire, now I am past my fear, 
To know what was that oath you meant to swean 

Palm. I meant, that if you hazarded your life, 
Or sought my father's, ne'er to be your wife. 

Leon. See now, Palmyra, how unkind you prove! 
Could you, with so much ease, forswear niy love? 

Palm. You force me with your ruinous 'design. 

Leon. Your father s life is more your care, thaji 
mine. 

Palm. You wrong me : Tis not, though it oughfe 
to be ; 
You are my care, heaven knows, as well as he. 

Leon. If now the execution I delay, 
My honour, and my subjects, I betray. 
All is prepared for the just enterprise ; 
And the whole city will to-morrow rise. 
The leaders of the party are within. 
And Eubulus has sworn that he will bring, 
To head their arms, the person of their king. 

Palm. In telling this, you may be guilty too ; 
I therefore must discover what I know : 
What honour bids you do, nature bids mc^ireventj 
But kill me first, and then pursue your black intent, 

Leon. Palmyra, no ; you shall not need to di? j 
Yet I'll not trust so strict a piety. 
Within there I 
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Enter £u3ulus. 

Eubulus, a gaard prepare ; 
Here, I commit this prisoner to your care. 
[JCisses Palmyra's hand, then gives it to EuBrLus. 

Palm. Leonidas, I never thought these bands 
Could e er be given me by a lover's hands. 

Leon. Palmyra, thus your judge himself arraigns ; 

[Kneeling. 
He, who imposed these bands, still wears your chams : 
When you to love or duty false must be, 
Or to your father guilty, or to me, 
These chains, alone, remain to set you free. 

[Noise of swords clashing. 
Poly. \within.'\ Secure these, first: then search the 

inner room. 
Leon. From whence do these tumultuous cla- 
mours come ? 

Enter H^pimogenes, hastUy. 

Herm. We are betrayed; and there remains alone 
This comfort, XhaX your person is not known. 

Enter the King, Aroaleon, Rhodophil, Pala- 
MEBE, Guards ; sorne like citizens, as prisoners. 

Poly. What mean these midnight consultations here, 
Where I like €in unsummoned guest jappear? 

Leon.. Sir 

•^fjg-^. Thpre tiecds no excuse ; 'ti$ un^ersteod; 
You were all watching for your prince's good. 

Poly. My reverend city friends, you are well met ! 
Dn what great work wctc your grave wisdoms set? 
Which of my actions were you scanning here? 
Wi^t Frencn invasion have you found to fear ? 

Leon. They ace my firie;ids; and come, sk, ^ith 
intent, 

' VOL. IV. X 
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To take their leaves, before my banishment. 

Poly. Your exile in both sexes friends can find : 
I see the ladies, like the men, are kind. 

\Seang Palmyra. 

Palm. Alas, I came but [Kneeling. 

Poly. Add not to your crime 
A lie : I'll hear you speak some other time. 
How? Eubulus! nor time, nor thy disguise^ 
Can keep thee undiscovered from my eyes. 
A guard there ! seize theni all. 

Rho. Yield, sir ; what use of valour can be shewn? 

Pala. One, and unarmed, against a multitude ! . 

Leon. Oh for a sword ! 

[He reaches at one of the Gtutrds halberds, and 
is seized behind. 
I wonnot lose my breath 
In fruitless prayers ; but beg a speedy death. 

Palm. O spare Leonidas, and punish me ! 

Poly. Mean girl, thou want'st an advocate for thee. 
Now the mysterious knot will be untied ; 
Whether the young king lives, or where he died : 
To-morrow's dawn shall the dark riddle cl6ar, 
Crown all my joys, and dissipate my fear. 

[Exeunt. 



ACTV. SCENE I. 

Palamebe, Strato. Palamede with a letter 
in his hand. 

Pala. This evening, sayest thou ? will they both 
be here ? 

Stra. Yes, sir, both my old master, and vour mis- 
tress's father. The old gentlemen ride hard this 
journey; they say, it shall be the last. time they 
will see the town ; and both of them are so pleaded 
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with this marriage, which they have concluded for 
you, that I am afraid they wilUive some years long- 
er to trouble you, with the joy of it. 

Pala. But this is such an unreasonable thing, to 
impose upon me to be married to-morrow ; 'tis hur- 
rying a man to execution, without giving him time 
to say his prayers. 

Stra. Yet, if I might advise you, sir, you should 
not delay it ; for your younger brother comes up 
with them, and is got already into their favours. 
He has gained much upon my old master, by find- 
ing fault with innkeepers' bills, and by starving us, 
asd our hMr8i:s^ to shew his frugality ; iand he is very 
, well with your mistress^ fkfcWi^ by giving him re- 
cipes for the spleen, gout and scurvy, and other in- 
firmities of old age. 

Pala. I'll rout him, and his country education : 
Po^ on him, I remember him before I travelled, he 
had nothing in him but mere jockey ; used to talk 
loud, and make matches, and was all for the crack 
of the field : Sense and wit were as much banished 
from his discourse, as they are when the court goes 
out of town to a horse race. . Go now and provide 
your master s lodgings. 

Stra. I go, sir. \Ejcit. 

Pala. It vexes me. to the heart, to leave all my 
designs with Doralicq unfinished; to have flown 
her so often to a mark, and still to be bobbed at rer 
trieve : If I had once enjoyed h^r, though I could 
not have satisfied my stomach with the feast, at 
least I should have relished my mouth a little ; but 
now — — 

Enter Philotis. 

Phil Oh, sir, you are happily met ; I was coin.- 
ing to find you. 

Pala. From your lady, I hope.. 
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Phil. Partly from her ; but more especiaOy from 
myself : She nas just now received a letter from her 
father, with an absolute command to dispose her-* 
delf to marry you to-morrow. 

Pala. And she takes it to the death ? 

Phil. Quite contrary: The letter could never 
have come in a more lucky minute ; for it found 
her in an ill-humour with a rival of yours, that shall 
be nameless, about the pronunciation of a French 
word. 

Pala. Count Rhodophil? never disguise it, I 
know the amour : But I hope you took the occasion 
to strike in for me ? 

Phil. It was my good fortune to do you some 
small service in it; ror your sake I discommended 
him all over, — clothes, person, humour, behaviour, 
every thing ; and, to sum up all, told her, it was im- 
possible to find a married man that was otherwise ; 
for they were all so mortified at home with their 
wives' ill humours, that they could never recover 
themselves to be company abroad. 

Pala. Most divinely urged ! 

Phii Then I took ^^ccasion to commend your 
good qualities ; as the sweetness of your humour, 
the comeliness of your person, your goodmein, your 
valour ; but, above all, your liberality. 

Pala. I vow to Gad I had like to fcave forgot 
that good ^aJit^ in myself, if thou hadst wA re« 
inembered me w it : Here ane five pieoes for thee. 

Phil. Lord, you have the softest hand, sir, it 
would do a woman good to touch it : Count Blio^ 
dophil's is not half so soft; for I remember I felt 
it once, when he gave me ten pieces for my new- 
years-gift. 

P^Ja. O, r understand you, madam; you shall 
^nd my hand as soft again as Count Rhodophii's: 
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There ^m twenty pieces for you. The fdrmer was 
but a retaining fee; now I hope you'll plead for 
me* 

Phil. Your own merits speak enough. Be sure 
only to ply her with French words, and I'll warrant 
youll do your bu^ness. Here are a list of her 
phrases^ for this day: Use them to her upon all oc- 
casions, and foil her at her own weapon ; for she's 
like one of the old Amazons, she'll never many, 
except it be the man who has first conquered her. 

Pala. I'll be sure to follow your advice: But 
you'll fwget to further my design. 

PhiL What, do you think I'll be ungrateful? — 
But, however, if you distrust my memory, put some 
token on my finger to remember it by : That dia- 
mond there would do admirably. 

Pala. There 'tis ; and I ask your pardon heartily 
for calling your memory into question : I assure 
you I'll trust it another time, without putting you 
to the trouble of another token. 

Enter Palmyra and Ani:i:uis. 

Art. Madam, this way the prisoners are to p^ss; 
Here ypu may see Leonidas. 

Palm. Then here 111 stay, and follow him to 
.death. 

JEf^er MfiLANTHAr hastily. 

Met O, here's her highness ! Now is my time 
to introduce myself, and to make my court to her, 
in my new Prench phrasies. Stay, let me read my 
catalogue — SuitCj figure^ chagrin^ naiv^Sy and let 
me die, for the parenthesis of all. 

Pala. [Aside,] Do, persecute her; and I'll pprse- 
jpute thee as fast in thy own dialect. 

Mfl- Madam, the princess ! let me die, but thi3 
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is a most horrid spectacle, to see a person, who 
makes so grand a figure in the coiirt, without the 
mite of a princess, and entertaining your chagrin 
all alone : — NaixeU should have been there, but the 
disobedient word would not come in. \^Asidc. 

Palm. What is she, Artemis ? 

Art. An impertinent lady, : madam ; very ambi- 
tious of being known to your highness. 

Pala. [7b Melantha.] Let me die, madam, if 
I have not waited you here these two long hours, 
without so much as the suite of a single. servant to 
attend me; entertaining myself with my own cAo- 
grin^ till I had the honour of seeing your ladyship, 
who are a person that makes.so considerable a figure 
in the court. 

MeL Truce with your douceurs^ good servant; 
you see I am addressing to the princess ; pray do 
not embarrass me — Embarrass me ! what a delicious 
French word do you make me lose upon you too ! 
[To the Princess.] Your highness, madam, will 
please to pardon the beveue which I made, in not 
sooner finding you out to be a princess : But let me 
die if this eclair cissement^ which is made this, day of 
your quaHty, does not ravish me; a«d give me 
leave to, tell you— rr—; — 

Pala. But first give me leave to tell you, madam, 
that I have so gr^at a tendre for y#ur person, and 
such di penchant to do you service, that 

Mel What, must I still be troublfed with your 
sottises? (There's another word lost, that I meant 
for the princess, with a mischief to you !) But your 
highnessi, madan^- 



Pala. But your ladyship, madam r^- 

Enter Leonidas, guarded atfd led over the stage. 

MeL Oiit upon him, how he looks, madam ! now 
he's found no prince, he is the strangest figure of 
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-a man; how could I make that coup dtetourdi to 
think him otie ? 

Palm. Away, impertinent ! — my dear Leonidas ! 

Leon. My dear Palmyra ! 

Palm. Death shall never part us ; my destiny is 
yours. ' . [^He is led off, shefollatos. 

jl/e/. Impertinent! Oh. I am the most unfortu- 
fiate person this day breathing: That the princess 
should thus romprt en visiercy without occasion. 
Let me die,. but TU follow her to death, till I make 
my peace. 

Pala. [Holding her.] And let me die, but I'll fol- 
low you to the infernals, till you pity me. 

Mel. [Turning towards him angrily.] Ay, 'tis long 
of you tiiat this matiieur is fallen upon me ; your 
impertinence has put me out of the good graces of 
the princess, and all that, which has ruined me, 
and all that, and, therefore, let me die, but 111 be 
revenged, and all that. 

Pala. Fa^onjfa^, you must and shall love me, 
and all that; for my old man is coming up, and all 
that;, and I am desesperi au dernier ^ and will not be 
disinherited, and all that. 

Mel. How durst you interrupt me so mal a-' 
proposj when you kpew I was .addressing to the 
princess? « . 

Pala. But why would you address yourself so 
mvicYi a contretemps ihtn: 

Mel. Ah, mdlpeste ! ^* ; 

Pala. Ah, J enrage! 

PhiL Radoucissez vous,lde grace,- madame; vous 
Stes bien en colere pour peu de cnose. Vousnentendez 
pas la railkrie gaUante.' 

Mel. Ad autres^ adautres: He mocks himself of 
me, * he abuses me ; ' Ah me unfortunate ! [Cries. 

He mocks himself of iwfi] Melaatha, like some modern cox- 
comb^, !jwes the idiom ^s well a« th? words of, the French langudge. 
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Phil. You mistake him, madam, he does but aor 
commodate his phrase to your refined language. 
Ah quit est un cavalief accompU ! Pursue your pointy 
sir \To him. 

Pala. Ah quilfait beau dans ces hoccages; [Sing- 
ing.] Ah que k del dome un beau jour! There I was 
with you, with a rmrmtt. 

Mel. Let me die now, but this singing is fine, 

and extremely French in him : [Laughs.'] But then, 

that he should use my own words, as it were in 

-contempt of me, I cannot bear it. [Cryia^. 

Pala. Ces beaux sejaurs^ ces doux ramages-^ 

[Singmg. 

MeL Ces beaux spoursy oesdauxramages. [Singing 
after him. ] Ces beaux scaurs nous imntent k Fmawur I 
Let me die, but he sings en cavalier, and so4m- 
mours the cadence ! [Latching. 

Pala. Fo^y maClymenCy *ooy sous ce chene. [Sing- 
ing again.] S' entrebaiser ces oiseaux amoreux ! Let 
me che now, but that was fine. Ah, now, for 
three or four brisk Frenchmen, to be put into 
masking habits, and to sing it on a theatre, . how 
witty it would be ! and then to dance belter skelter 
to a chanson a boire : Toute la terre, toute la terreest 
a moi! What's ipatter though it were made and 
sung two or three years ago in cabarets, how it 
would attract the admiration^ especially of every- 
one that's an eveillS ! . 

Mel Well; I begin to have a tendre foir you ; 
but yet, upon condition, that — ^when we are marri- 
ed, you [Pal# sings,. while she speaks. 

Phil . You must drown h^r voice : If she makes 
her French conditions, you are a slave for ever. 

Mel. First, you will engage — ^that 

Pala. Fa, la, la, la, ^c. {Louder. 

Mel. Will you hear the conditions? 

Pala. No; I will hear no conditions; I am re- 
solved to win you en Franpois: To be very airy/ 
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^th abundance of noise, amd no sense : Fa la, la, 
la, <§•(?. 

Mel, Hold, hold t I am t^nquished with yont 
gi^etS d" esprit I am yours, and will be yonrs, sam 
tmlk reser^Cy ni condkim : And let me die, if I do 
not think myself the happiest nymph in Sicily ■ ^^ *- 
My deJar French dear, slay but a mimite^ till I roc- 
C&mmode myself with the prindec^ ; and then I am 
yours, jusqu' a la mort* Alhn4 done.-- — 

[Eiteuttt Mel. Pnri; 

Pa&i; [Solus, famning hmsdfmth his hat] I ne- 
ver thought before that wooing was so laborious an 
exercise ; if she were worth a million, I have de- 
served her; and now, methinks too, with fatkingall 
this pains for her, I begin to like her. Tis so ; 1 
have known many, who never cared for hare nor 
partridge, bat those they caught themselves would 
eat heartily : Tlie pains, and the story a man tells 
of the taking them, makes the meat go down more 
pleasantly. Bet^des^ last night I had a sweet dream 
of her, and, gad, she I have once dreamed of, t 
am stark mad till I enjoy her, let her be never so 

r 

Enter Doralice. 
Dor. Who's that you are so mad to enjoy, Pala- 

Fala. You may easily imagine that, sweet Dora-* 
lice* 

D&r. More easily than you think I can : I met 
just now with a certain man, who came to you 
with letters from a certain old gentleman, y'cleped 
your father ; whereby I ani given to un^rstand, 
that tomorrow you are to take an oath in the 
church to be grave henceforward, to go ill-dressed 
and slovenly^ t6 get heirs for your estate, and td 
dandle them for your diven^ion ; and, in short, that 
love and courtship are to be no jnore. 
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Fala, Now have I so muchc^ame to be. thus 
apprehended in the manner, that I can neither 
0peak nor look upon yt>u; I have abundance of 
grace in me, that I find : But if you have any spark 
of true friendship in you, retire with me a Uttle in- 
to the next room, that hath a couch or bed in. it, 
.and bestow your charity upon a dying man ! A Ut- 
tle comfort from a mistress, before a man is going 
to give himself in marriage, is as good as a lusty 
dose of strong-water to a dying malefactor: it 
takes away the sense of hell and hanging from 
him. 

Dor: No, good Palamede, I must not be so inju- 
rious to your bride : Tis ill drawing from the bank 
to-day, when all your ready money is payable to- 
morrow. 

Pala, A wife is only to have the ripe fruit, that 
falls of itself; but a wise man will always preserve 
a shaking for a mistress. 

Dor. But a wife for the first quarter is a ^mis- 
tress. . ^ 
, Fak. But when the second comes- — r* 

Dor. When it does come, you are so given to 
variety, that you would make a wife of me in ano- 
ther quarter. 

Fala. No, never, except I were married to you : 
married people can never oblige one another;, for 
^11 they do is duty, and consequently there can be 
no thanks: But love is more frank and generous 
than he is honest; he's a liberal giver, but a. cursed 
pay-ipaster. 

Dor. I declare I will have no gallant; but, if I 
would, he should never be a married man ; a marri- 
ed man is but a mistress's hajf-servant^ as a clergy- 
man is but the king's half-subject : For a man to 
come to me that smells of the wife.! 'Shfe, I would 
^ soon wear her old gown aller her^ as her husi 
Wd. 
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Pdla. Yet 'tis a kind of fashion to wear a prin- 
cess's cast shoes; you see the country ladies buy 
them, to be fine in them. 

Dor. Yes, a princess's shoes may be worn after 
her, because they keep their fashion, by being so 
very little used ; but generally a married man is the 
creature of the world the most out of fashion : hi^ 
behaviour is dumpish ; his discourse, his wife and 
family ; his habit so much neglected, it looks as if 
that were manied too ; his hat is married, his pe- 
ruke is married, his breeches are married, — and, if we 
could look within his breeches, we should find him 
married there too. 

• Pala. Am I then to be discarded for ever? pmy 
do but mark how that word sounds ; for ever ! it 
has a very damn d sound, Doralice. 

Dor. Ay, for ever! it sounds as hellislily to me, 
9.S it can do to you, but there's no help for it. 

Paki. Yet, if we had but once enjoyed one ano- 
ther ! — but then once only, is worse than not at all : 
It leaves a man with such a lingering after it. 

Dor. For aught I know, 'tis better that we have 
not; we might upon trial have liked each other 
less, ^ ma-ny a man and woman, that have loved 
as desperately as we, and yet, when they came to 
possession, have sighed and cried to thenlselves, Is 
this all? 

Pala. That is only, if the servant were not found 
a man of this world; but if, upon trial, we had 
not liked e?,ch pther, we had certainly left loving ; 
^nd faith, th^it's the greater happiness of the two. 

Dor. 'Tis better as 'tis ; we have drawn off alrea- 
dy as much of our love as would run clear; after 
possessing, the rest is but jealousies, and disquiets, 
and quaiTrelling, and piecing. 

Pala. Nay, after one great quarrel, there's never 
^ny sound piecipg; tb^^yp is apt tOfbi)5^k in the 
same place again. 
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Da^. I declare I would never renew a love; 
that's like him, who trims an old coach for ten 
years together ; he might buy a new one better 
cheap. 

Pala. Well, madam, I am convinced, that 'tis 
best for us not to have enjoyed ; but, gad, the 
strongest reason is, because I can't help it. 

Dor. The only way to ke6p us new to one an- 
other, is never to enjoy, as they keep grapes, by 
hanging them upon a line ; they must touch no- 
thing, if you would preserve them fresh. 

Pala. But then they wither, and grow dry in the 
very keeping ; however, I shall hav^ a warmth for 
you, and an eagerness, every time I see you ; and^ 
if I chance to out-live Melantha 

Dor. And if I chance to out-live Rhodophil- 



Pala. Well, I'll cherish my body as much as I 
can, upon that hope.^ Tis true, I would not direct- 
ly murder the wife of my bosom; but, to kill her 
civilly, by the way of kindness, I'll put as fair as 
another man : I'll begin to-morroW' night, and be 
very wrathful with her ; that's resolved on. 

Dor. Well, Palamede, here's my hand, I'll ven- 
ture to be your second wife, for all your threaten- 
Ings. 

Pala. In the mean time I'll watch you hourly, 
as I would the ripeness of a melon ; and I hope 
you'll give me leave now and then to look on you, 
and to sec if you are not ready to be cut yet. 

Dor. No, no, that must not be, Palamede, for 
fear the gardener should come and catch you ta- 
king up the glass. 

Enter Rhopophix/. 

Rho. l^Asidcl Billing so sweetly ! now I am con- 
firmed in my suspicions; I must put an end to this 
f re it go farther-r — [To Doralice.] Cry you mer-^ 
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c^, Spouse, I fear I have interrupted your recrea- 
tions. 

Dor. What recreations ? 

Rho. Nay, no excuses, good spouse ; I saw fair 
hand conveyed to lip, and prest, as though you had 
been squeezing soft wax together for an indenture. 
Falamede, you and I must clear this reckoning: 
why would you have seduced my wife? 

Paia. Why would you have debauched my mis- 
tress? 

Rho. What do you think of that civil couple, that 
played at a game, called Hide and Seek, last even- 
ng, m the grotto? 

Pala. What do you tlunk of that innocent pair^ 
who made it their pretence to seek for others, but 
came, indeed, to hide themselves there ? 

Rho. All things considered, I begin vehemently 
to suspect, that the young gentleman I found in 
your company last night, was a certain youth of 
my acquaintance. 

Pala. And I have an odd imagination, that you 
could never have suspected my small gallant, if 
your little villainous Frenchman had not been a 
false brother. 

Rho. Further arguments are needless; draw off; 
I shall speak to you now by the w^y of bilbo. 

[Claps his hand to his sword. 

Pala. And I shall answer you by the way of Dan^ 
gerfield *. [Claps his hand. on his. 

Dor. Hold, hold; are not you two a couple of 
mad fighting fools, to cut one another's throats for 
nothing? 

Dangerfield.] A dramatic bully, whose sword and habit became 
proverbial. ^^ This gentleman, appearing with ibis mustaccios, 
according to the Turkish manner, , Cord ubee hat, and strange out- 
of-the-way clothes, just as if one had been dressed up to act Cap- 
tain Dangerfield in the play; &c/' Lifs of Sir Dudley North. 
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Pala. How for nothing? He courts the woman I 
must marry. 

Rhx). And 1^ coarts yoo, irbom I have fnarried. 

Dto** Bttt yoit can neither of you be jealous of 
what you love not. 

Rho. Faith, I am jealous, and this makes me part- 
ly suspect that I love you better than I thought. 

Dor. Pish ! a mere jealousy of honour. 

Rfu). Gad, I am afraid there's something else in't; 
for Palamede has wit, and, if he loves you, there'si 
something more in ye than I have found: Some 
rich mine, for aught I know, tiiat>I haire notyetr 
discovered. 

Pala. 'Slife, what's this? Heie's aa: ai^anient for 
me to lave Mda^^; for he has loved her, and he 
has wit too, and, for aught I know, there may be a 
mine ; biit, if there be, I am resolved 111 dig for it 

Dor. \To Rhodophil.] Then 1 have found my 
account in raising your jealousy. O ! 'tis the most 
delicate sharp sauce to a cloyed stomach; it will 
give you a new edge, Rhodophil. 

Rho. And a new point too, Doralice, if I could 
be sure thou art honest 

Dor. If you are wise, believe me for your own 
sake : Love and religion have but one thing to trust 
to ; that's a good sound laith. Consider, if. I have 
played false, you can never find it out by any expe- 
riment you can make upon me. 

Rho. No ? Why, suppose I had a delicate screw- 
ed gun; if I left her clean, and found her foul, I 
should discover, to my cost, she had been shot in. 

D(yr. But if you left her clean, and found her only 
J^sty, you would discover, to your shame, she was 
only so for want of shooting. 

Pala. Rhodophil, you know me too well to ima* 
gine I speak for fear; and therefore, in considera- 
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tion of our past friendship, I will tell yoUj^ smd bind 
it by all things holy, that Doralice is innocent. 

Kho. Friend, I will believe you, and Vow the 
same for your Melantha ; but the devil on t id, how 
shall we keep them so ? 

Pala. Whiat dost think, of a blessed commimi- 
ty betirixt us four, for the solace of the woiiien, 
and relief of the men ? Methinks it would be a 
pleasant kind of life : Wife aad husband .for thfe 
standing dish, and mistress and gallant for the de<» 
sert. 

Rho. But suppose the wife and mistress should 
both long for the standing dish, how should they 
be.satisfied together? 

Pala. In such a case they must draw lots ; and 
yet that would not do neither, for they would I?oth 
be wishing for the longest cut. 

Rho. Then I think, Palamede, we had as good 
make a firm league, not to invade each other s paro» 
priety. 

Pala, Content, say I. From henceforth let all 
acts of hostility cease betwixt u$; and that, in the 
usual form of treaties, as well by sea as land, and. 
in all fresh waters. 

Dor. I will add but one pfrwisOy that whoever 
breaks the league, either by war abroad, or neglect 
at home, both the women shall revenge themselves 
by the help of the other party. 

Rho. That's but reasonable. Come away, Dora* 
Bee; I have a great temptation to be sealing articles 
in private. 

Pala. Hast thou so? [Claps him on the shoulder. 
« FaU on, Macduff, 
And cursed be he that first cries. Hold, enough." 
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Enter Polydamas, Palmyra, Artemis, Arga* 
LEQN : 4ff^ them^ EvBULus and H£rmog£nI:s^ 
guarded. 



Palm. Sir, on my knees I beg you ^' ■ 

Poly. Away, I'll hear no more. 

Pahn. For my dead mother's sake ; you saiy yo^i 
loved her, 
And tdl me I resemble her. Thus she 
Had beggjed. 

Poly. And thus I had denied her. 

Pabn. You mu«t be merciAiL 

Arga. Yx>u must be constant. 

Poly. Go, bear them to the torture; you have 
boasted 
You have a king to head yon ; I would know 
To whom I must resign. 

Euh. This is our recompeuce 
For serving thy dead queen. 

Herm. And education 
Of thy daughter. 

Arga. You are too modest, tn not naintng aH 
His obligations to you: Why did you 
Omit his son, the prince Leonidas? 

Poly. That imposture 
I had forgot ; their tortures shall be doubled. 

Herm. Ytm please me ; I shall die the soonen 

Eub. No ; could I live an s^e, and still be racked^ 
I «till woxM kpcp the secret. 

{^As thof are going o^, 

Ei^t^r Leonij) AS, guarded. 

Leon. Oh, whither do you hurry innocence !. 
If you hav£ ^any justice, spare their lives ;. 
Or, if I cannot make you just, at least 
111 teach you to more purpose to be cruel. 

Palm. Alas, what docs he seek ! 

4 
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Leon. Make me the 6bject of your hate and ven- 
geance! ' 
Are these decrepid bodies, worn to ruin, 
Just ready of themselves to fall asunder, 
And to let drop the soul, — 
Are these fit subjects for a rack and tortures? 
Where would you fasten any hold upon them? 
Place pains on me, — united fix them here,— 
I have both youth, and strength, ,9nd soul to bear 

them; 
And, if they merit death, then I much more. 
Since 'tis for me they suffer. 

Herm. Heaven forbid 
We should redeem our pains, or worthless lives, 
By our exposing yours. 

Eub. Away with us. Farewell, sir : 
I only suffer in my fears for you. 

Arga. So much concerned for him ! Then my 

[Aside. 
Suspicion's true. \JVhispers the King. 

Palm. Hear yet my last request for poor Leoni- 
das, 
Or take my life with his. 

Arga. Rest satisfied, Leonidas is he. 

[To the King. 

Poly. I am amazed : What must be done? 

A7^ga. Command his execution instantly : 
Give him not leisure to discover it j . 
He may corrupt the soldiers. .*/ . 

Poly. Hence with that traitorj'beap him to his 
'death: .: , 

Haste there, and see my will performed; 

Leon. Nay, then, 111 die Uke him tj'ie gods have 
made me. ^ 

Hold, gentlemen, I am- ^ 

[Argaleon stops his mouth. 
Arga. Thou art a traitor; 'tis not fit to hear thee. 

VOL. JV. Y 
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Leau. I flay, I ^vn the—— [Gettii^ loose a Httk. 
Arga. So; gag him, and lead him off. 

[Again stopping his mouth. 
[Leonidab, H£bmogek£«» EvBvivSf led off; 
PoLYPAMAs and Xkqaulo^ follow. 
Palm. Duty and love, by turns, possess my souj^ 
And struggle tor a fatal viictory, 
I will discover he's the king : — Ah, no ! 
That orill perhaps save him; 
But then I'm guilty of a father's ruin. 
What ^hall I do, or not do? Either way 
I must destroy a parent, or a lover. 
Break heart; for that's the least of Wh to me. 
And death the only cure* [Swoons: 

Arte. Help, help the princess. 
Rho. Bear her gently hence, where she may 
Have more succour. 

[She i^ borne offi Art£. foUms her. 
[Shouts withiHy and clashing of swords. 
P&Ut. What noise is that? 

Enter Amalthea, running. 

AmaL Oh, gentlemen, if you have loyalty. 
Or courage, show it now ! Leonidas, 
Broke on the sudden from his guards, and snatching 
A sword from one, his back against the scaffold, 
Bravely de&nds himself, and owns aloud 
He is our long-lpsj; king ; found for this moment, 
But, if your valour helps not, lost for ever. 
Two pf his guwds, moved by the ^ense of virtue, 
Are turned for him, and there they stapd at bay 
Against an hfifit of foes. 

Rhg. Madmn, np more ; 
We lose time ; my command, or my example, 
May move the soldiers to the bettex cwse. 
YpM'llsecopd?"?- [To VAhA. 

' ' ^ " *' ' 
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Pala. Or «Jie with ycwi : Na sul^t e'er oait Hiect 

A nobler fate, tban at his soyereiga a feet {£]:vtiii#. 

[Clmhing of swords within^ and skaitts. 

Enter I^eckidas, Rhodofhil, Palahede, Eubu- 
Lus, Hermogenes, imd their Farty^ mctorious; 
PoLYDAMAS and Argaleon, disarmed. 

Leon. That I survive the dangers of this day, 
Next to the gods, brave friends, be yours the ho* 

nour; 
And, let heaven witness for me, that my joy 
Is not more great for this my right restored, 
Than 'tis^ that I have power to recompense 
Your loyalty and valour. Let mean princes,. 
Of abject souls, fear to reward great actions ; 
I mean to shew. 

That whatsoe'er subjects, like you, dare merit, 
A king, Kke me, dares give. 

Rko. You make us bhish, we have deserved so 
little. 

Pala. And yet instmct us how to merit more. 

Leofi. And as I would be just in my rewards. 
So should I in my punishments ; these two, 
This, the usurper of my crown, the other, 
Of my Palmyra's love, deserve that death, 
Which both designed for me, 

Poly. And we expect it. 

Arga. I have too long been happy, to live wretched. 

Poly. And I too long have governed, to desire 
A life without an empire. 

Leon. You are Palmyra's father ; and as such^ 
Though not a king, shall have obedience paid 
From him. Avho is one. Father, in that name 
All injuries forgot, and duty owned. [Embraces him. 

Poly. O, had I known you could have been this 
king, 
Thus god-like, great and good, I idioukl have wished 
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To have been dethroned before. Tis now I live, 
And more than reign ; now all my joys flow pure, 
Unmixed with cares, and undisturbed by consciences 

Enter Palmyra, Amalthea, Artemis, Doralice, 
and Melantha. • ' 

Leom See, my Palmyra comes! the frighted blood 
Scarce vet recalled to her pale cheeks, 
Like the first streaks of light broke loose from dark- 
ness, 
And dawning into blushes. — Sir, you said [To Foly. 
Your joys were full; Oh, would you make mine so! 
I am but half restored \\'ithout this blessing. 

Poly. The gods, and my Palmyra, make you happy, 
As you make me! [Gives her hand to Leonidas, 

Palm, Now all my prayers are heard : 
I may be dutiful, and yet may love. 
Virtue and patience have at length unravelled 
The knots, which fortune tyed. 

Mel. Let me die, but TJl congratulate his majesty: 
How admirably well his royalty becomes him ! Be- 
comes! that is lui sied^ but our damned language 
expresses nothing* 

Pala. How? Does it become him already? 'Twas 
but just; now you said, he was such a figure of a man. 

Mel. True, my dear^ when he was a private man 
he was a figure ; but since he is a king, methinks 
he has assumed another figure : He looks so grand, 
and so august ! , [Going to the King. 

Pala. Stay, stay ; I'll present you when it is more 
convenient. I find I must get her a place at court ; 
and when she is once there, she can be no longer 
ridiculous; for she is young enough, and pretty 
enough, and fool enough, and French enough, to 
})ring up a fashion there to be affected. 

Leon. [To Rhodophil.] Did she then lead you t« 
this brave attempt ? 
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[TbAMALTHEA.] To you, fair Amalthea, what I am' 
And what all these, from me, we jointly owe : ' 
First, therefore, to your great desert we give 
Your brothers life; but keep l\im under guai*d 
Till our new power be settled. What more* grace 
He may receive, shall from his future carriage 
Be given, as he Reserves. 

Arga. I neither now desire, nor will deserve it ; 
My loss is such as cannot be repaired, ' 
And, to the wretched, life can be no mercy. 

Leon. Then be a prisoner always : Thy ill fete 
And pride will have it isb: But since in this I cannot, 
Instruct'me, generous Amalthei, how 
A king may serve you. 

AmaL I have' all I hope, > j 

And all I now must wish ; I see you happy. • 

Those hours I have to Jive, which heaven in pity 
Will make but few, I vow to spend with vestals : 
Jhe gieatest part in prayers for you; the rest 
In mourning my tinw<>rthiriess. 
Press me not faYthef;tQ* explain myself; . 
'Twill riot become riiej and may caus^ your trouble. 

Leon. Too well I understand her secret grief, 
* ' ' • \ Aside. 

But dare not seem to know it.— Coilievmy fairest; 

:-l i\Xo Palmyka. 
Beyond my crown I have one joy in «rtx)re, / 
Te give that crown to her ^diom I ador^/ ;, 

■ '' '"' '' ''•"^' ' fKveunt 
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Thits hare my spouse and I informed the nation. 
And led you all the way to reformation ; 
Not with dull morals, gravely, writ, like those, 
Which men of easy phlegm with care compose,—* 
Your poets, of stiff words and limber ^sense, 
Born on the confines of indifference ; 
But by examples drawn, I dare to say, 
From most of you who hear and see the play* 
There are more Bhodophib in this theatre^ 
More Falamedes, and some few wives, I fear : 
But yet too far oinr poet would not run ; ^ 

Though Hwas well offered, i:bere was nothing done. 
He would not quite the woman's frailty bare^ 
But stript them to the waist, and left Uiem there; 
And the men's faults are le^ severely ahownC^ 
For he considets that himself is one.— 
Some stabbing wits, to bk>odjr tetire hent, 
Would treat both sexes ytith i£f5s cxDinpiiment ; 
Would lay the scene at home; <^:^u^bands tell, 
For wenches, taking up their wives iMlxe Mall ; 
And a hrisk bout, which each of theni did want, 
Made by mistake of mistress and "gallitnt* 
Our modest author tbou^t it was enough 
To cut you off a sample of the stuff: 
. lie spared my «hame, which you, Fm sure, would noW 
For you were aU for driving on the plot : 
Tou sighed ^^en I came in to brea^ the sport, 
And set your teeth when each design fell ^horU 
To wives and servants all good wishes lend, 
But the poor cuckold seldom finds a friend. 
Since, therefore, court and town will take no pity, 
I humbly cast myself upon the city. 
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THE ASSIGNATION. 



This play was unfortunate in the representation. It is needless, 
4t the distance of more than a century, to investigate the grounds . 
of the disiikc of on audience, who, perhaps, could at the very tiilne 
hav6 given no good reason for their capricious condemnation of a 
play, not worse than many other$ which they received with applause. 
The author, in the dedication, hints at the ** lameness of the ac- 
tion ;" but, as the poet and performers are nearly equally invol- 
ved in the disgrace of a condemned piece, it is a A^ery natural 
desire on cither side to assign the cause of its failure to the im- 
perfections of the other; of which there is a ludicrous- reprc- 
'sentation in a dialogue betwixt the player and the ]K)tet in ** Jo- 
seph Andrews." Another cause of its unfavourable reception 
fleems to have been, its second title of " Love in a Nunnery." 
Dryden certainly could, last of any man, have been justly suspect- 
ed of an intention to ridicule the Duke of York and the Catholic 
religion; yet, as he fell under the same censure for the " Spanish 
Friar," it seems probable that such suspicions were actually enter- 
tained. The play certainly contains, in the present instance, no- . 
thing to justify them. In point of merit, " The Assignation" seems 
pretty much on a level with Drydcn's other comedies ; and cer- 
tainly the spectators, who had recieived the blunders of Sir IVIarli^ 
Mar-all with such unbounded applause, might have taken some 
interest in those of poor Benito. Perhaps the absurd and vulgar 
scene, in which the prince pretends a fit of the cholic, had some 
share in occasioning the fall of the piece. This inelegant Jew da 
theatre is severely ridiculed in the " Rehearsal." 

To one person, the damnation of this play seems to have afford- 
ed exquisite pleasure. This was Edward Ravchscroft, once a 
member of the Middle Temple, — an ingenious gentleman, of whose 
taste it may be held a satisfactory instance, tliat he deemed the 
tragedy of " Titus Andronicus" too mild for representation, and ge- 
nerously added a few more murders, rapes, and parricides; to that ^ 
charnel-house of horrors f. His turn for comedy bdng at least 



t In the prologue to this beautified edition, Rayenscroft modestly tell us : 

Like other poets, he'll not proudly scorn 
To own, th^i he but winnowed Shakespeare's corn : 
So far was he from rohbing him of 's treasure, 
'. That he did add his own, to make full measure,. 
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equal to his success in the blood-stained buskin, Mr Ravenscroi)^ 
translated and mangled several of the more farcical French come- 
diesy which he decorated with the lustre of his own great name. 
Amongst others which he thus appropriated, were the most extra- 
vagant and buifoon scenes in Moliere's " Bourgeois Gtntithomme ;" 
in whieh Monsieur Jourdain is, with' much absurd ceremony, crea^ 
ted a Turkish Paladin ; and where Moliere took the opportutiity 
to introduce an entrie de balktf danced and snug by the MuM, 
dervises, and others, in eastern habits, Ravenscroft's translation, 
entitled " The Citizeii turned Gentleman,^' was acted in l673, 
and printed in the same year ; the jargon of the songs, like »iiii^> 
lar nonsense of our own day, seems to have been well received od 
the stage. Dryden^ who was not always above feeling indignatioD 
at the bad taste i^ud unjust^'preferences of the age^ attacked Ra* 
venscroft in the prologue to '* The Assignation,'^ as he. had before, 
though less directly, in that of " Marriage a-la-Mode/' Hence 
the exuberant and unrepressed joy of that mberaUe scribbler 
broke forth upon the damnation of Dryden's performance, in 
the following passage of a prologue to another of his pilfered per- 
formances, called " The Careless Lovers,'' acted, according to 
Langbaine, in the vacation succeeding the fall of ^^ The Assigns 
lion," in l675: 

An aptbor did, to plet^e y<ni> let his wit nin> 

Of late, much on a serving man aod cittern ; 

And yet, you would not like the serenade,— 

Nay, and you damned his nuns in masquerade : 

You did his Spanish sing-song too abhor ; 

Ah ! que locura con tunto rigor f 

In fine, the whole by yott so much was blamed. 

To act their parts, the players were ashamed * . 

Ah, how severe your malice was that day ! 

To damn, at oncCi the poet and his play t : 

But why was your rage just at that time shown. 

When what the author writ was all his own ? 

¥iU then, he borrowed from romance, and did tniMlat« 1 1 

And those plays found a more indulgent fate. 

Ravenscroft, however, seems to have given the first offence ; lor, 
in the prologue to ^* The Citiaen turned Gentleman," licensed 9th 



* This looks as if there had been some ground for I>ryden*s censure opoo 
the actors. 

t A flat parody oa the lines in Dryden's prologue, referring to Mams- 
mouchi : 

Grimace and habit sent you pleased away : 
You damned the poet, bat cried up the play. 

X It is somewhat remarkable, that the censure contained in what is above 
.priBted like verses, recoils upon the head of the author, who never wrote a 
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August 167^9 we find the following lines, obviously levelled at 
•* The Conquest of Granada/' and other heroic dramas of our au- 
thor: 

Then shall the knight^ that had a Icnock in's cradle, 

Sach as Sir Martin and Sir Arthur Addict *, 

Be flocked unto, as the great heroes gum 

In plays of rhyme and noise, with wondroas show :— 

Tbeii shall the house, to see these Hectors kill and slaj^ 

That bravely fight out the whole plot of the play. 

Be for at least six months full every day. 

Langbaine, who quotes the lines from the prologue to Ravens- 
croft's " Careless Lovers," is of opinion, that he paid Dryden too 
great a compliment in admitting the originality of *^ The Assigna- 
tion/' and labours to shew, that the characters are imitated from 
the *' Romance Comique'' of Scarron, and 'other novels of the 
time. But Langbaine seems to have been unable to comprehend, 
that originality consists in the mode of treating a subject, more 
than in the subject itself. 

** The Assignation" was acted in l672, and printed in 1673. 



single original performance. Langbaine, the persecutor of all plagiarism, 
though he did not know very well in what it consisted, threatens to '' pull 
ofif Bavenscroft's disguise, and discover the politic plagiary that lurks under 
it. I know," continues the biographer, *' he hgs endeavoured to shew him^ 
self inaster of the art of swift writing, and wpold persuade the world, that 
vrhat he writes is extempore wit, and written eurfente calamo. But I doubt 
not to shew, that though he would be though^ to imitate the silk-worm, thut 
spins its web from its own bowels, yet I shall make him appear like the 
leech, that lives upon the blood of other men, drawn from the gums ; and, 
wfaed he is rubbed with salt, spews it up again." 

* Sir Martin Mar*all' we are acquainted with. Sir Arthur Addle is a si- 
milar character, in a play called *' Sir Solompn, or. The Cautious Cos:comb/' 
«tiribated to one John CarylL 
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MY MOST HONOURED FRIEND, 

SIR CHARLES SEDLEY, Bart*. 



Sir, 

A HE design of dedicating plays is as common and 
Unjust, as that of desiring seconds in a duel. It is 



* Sir Charles S^ley, noted among " the mob of gentlemen who 
wrote with ease," was fio highly appkudcd iov his taste and 
judgment, that Charles said, " Nature had given him a patent to 
be Apollo's viceroy." Some account has been^ven of this cele- 
brated courtier, in the introduction to the Essay on^ Dramatic 
Poetry. Dryden was at thi^ time particularly induced to appeal 
to the'ta,ste of the first among the gay world, by the repeated cen- 
sures which had been launched against him from the groves of 
Academe. Mr Malone gives the titles of three pamphlets which 
had appeared against Dryden. 1. The Censure of the Rota, on 
Mr Dryden's Conquest of Granada, printed at Oxford. 2. A 
Description of the Academy of the 'Athenian Virtuoso, with a 
discourse held there in vindication of Mr Dryden's Conquest of 
Granada, against the Author of the Censure of the Rota. 3. A 
Friendly Vindication of Mr Dryden, from the Author of the Cen- 
sure of the Rota, printed at Cambridge, Thus assailed by the grave 
and the learned, censured for the irregularities of his^ gay patrons, 
which he eouutenanccd although he did not partake, and stigmar- 
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V 

engaging our fi-iends, it may be, in a senseless quar- 
rel, where they have much to venture, without any 
concernment of their own*. I have declared thus 
much beforehand, to prevent you from suspicion, that 
I intend to interest either your judgment or your 
kindness, in defending the errors of this comedy. It 
succeeded ill in the representation, against theopinion 
of many of the best judges of our age, to whom you 
know I read it, ere it was presented publicly: Whe- 
ther the fault was in the play itself, or in the lame- 
ness of the action, or in the nuoiberof its enemies, who 
came resolved to damn it for the title, I will not now 
dispute. That would be too like the little satisfac- 
tion which an unlucky gamester finds in the relation 
of every cast by which he came to lose his money. 
I have had formerly so much success, that the mis- 
carriage of this play was only my giving Fortune her 



tieed as a detractor of his predecessors, and a defaraer of classical 
learning, it was natural for Dryden to appeal to the most accom- 
pHshed of those amongst whom he lived, and to whose taste he was 
but too strongly compelled to adapt his productions. Sedley, 
therefore, as a man of wit and gallantry, is called upon to support 
our author against the censures of pedantic severity. Whatever 
may be thought of the subject, the appeal is made with all 
Dryden's spirit and elegance, and his description of the attic 
evenings spent Vith Sediey and. his gay associates, glosses over, 
and almost justifies, their occSasional irregularities. We have but 
too often oc/casion to notice, with censure, the licentious manners 
of the giddy court of Charles ; let us not omit its merited commen- 
dation. If the talents of the men of parts of that period wer« 
often ill-directed, and ill-rewarded^ let not us, from whom that 
gratitude is justly due, forget that they were called forth and sti- 
mulated to exertion, by the countenance and applausfe of the 
great, Wc, at least, who enjoy the truit of these exertions, ought 
to rejoice, that the courtiers of Charles possessed the taste to coun- 
tenance and applaud the genius which was too often perverted by 
the profligacy of' their example, "and left unrewarded amid their 
$elfish prodigality, 
^ * At this period^ seconds in a duel fought, as well as principals. 
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revenge ; I owed it her, and she wa$ indulgent that 
she exacted not the payaient long before. I will 
therefore deal more reasonably with you, than aay 
poet has ever done with any patron : I do not so 
much as oblige you for my sake, to pass two ill 
hours in reading of my play. Think, if you please, 
tliat this dedication is only an occasion I have taken, 
to do myself the greatest honour imaginable with 
posterity j that is, to be recorded in the number of 
those men whom you have favoured with your 
friendship and esteem. For I am well assured, that» 
besides the present satisfaction I have, it will gaisi 
me the greatest part of my reputation with after 
ages, when they shall find me valuing myself on 
your kindnfess to me ; I may have rieasqn to suspect 
my own credit with them, but I have none to doubt 
of yours. And they who, perhaps, would forget me 
in my poems, would remember me in this epistle. 

This was the course which has formerly heen 
practised by the poets of that nation, whd were 
masters of the universe. Horace and Ovid, wha 
had little reason to distrust their immortality, yet 
took occasion to speak with honour of Virgil, Varius, 
Tibullus, and Propertius, their contempomries ; as 
if they sought, in the testimony of their friendship, 
a farther evidence of their fame. For my own part, 
I, who am the least amongst the poets, have yet the 
fortune to be honoured with the best patron, and 
the best friend. For, (to omit some great persons 
of our court, to whom I am many ways obliged, 
and who have taken qare of me even amidst the 
exigencies of a war*) I can make my boast to have 
found a l>etter Maecenas in the person of my Lord 
Treasurer CliflTord t> and a more elegant Tibullus in 

* The second Dutch war, then raging. 

t To whom the tragedy of ** Amboyoa" h dedicated* 
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(h^t of Sir Charles Sedley. I-have chosen that poet 
to whom i would resemble you, not only because I 
think him at least equal, if not superior, to Ovid in. 
Ijjs elegies ; nor because of his quality, for he was, 
you know, a Roman knight, aa well as Ovid ; but 
fbr his candour, his wealth, his way of living, and 
particularly because of this tettimony which is given 
him by Horace, which I h^ve a thousand times in 
»y mind applied to you : 

Mon tu corpus eras sine ptctoref : Dii tihiformam^ 
Dii tibi divitias dederant^ arternquefruendi. 
Quid voveat dulei nuMeula majus alumno, 
Qwam sapere^ etfari posgit qum sentiaty ^t cui 
GrctM^fQrmai vafetud^ contingMt abunde ; 
JEt mmdus victus^ non deficiente crumena f 

Certainly the poets of that age enjoyed much hapr- 
pincss in the conversation and friendship of one 
another. They imitated the best way of living, 
which was, to pursue an innocent and inoffensive 
pleasure, that which one of the ancients called 
eruditam voluptatem. We have, like them, our genial 
nights, where our discourse is neither too serious 
nor too light, but always pleasant, and, for the 
most part, mstructive ; the raillery, neither too shaip 
upon the present, nor too censorious on the absent ; 
and the cups only such as will raise the conversa- 
tion of the night, without disturbing the business 
of the morrow* And thus far not only the philo- 



^ It ifi imposeible to avoid contrasting this beautiful account of 
ckgant dissipatioQ willi the noted freak of Sir Charles Sedley, to 
whom it is addvessed. In June l663, being in company with Lord 
Buckhurst and Sir Thomas Ogle, in a tavern in Bowstreet, and 
having become furious with intoxication, they not only exposed 
llierasclves, by committing the grossest indecencies in the balcony, 
in the sight of the passengers ; but, a mob being thus collected^ 
Sedley stripped himself naked, and proceeded to harangue them i» - 
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sophers, but the fathers of the church, have gcaie, 
without lessening their reputation of good mannerafc, 
or of pietyi For this reason, I have often laughed 
at the ignorant and ridiculous descriptions which 
some pedants have given of the wits, as they are plea- 
sed to call them ; which are a generation of men as 
unknown to them, as the people of Tartary, or the 
Terra Australis, are to us. And therefbrcyas we draw 
giants and anthropophagi m thdse vacancies of our 
maps, where we have not travelled to discover bet- 
ter ; so those wretches paint lewdness, atheism, 
folly, ill-reasoning, and all manner of extravagancies 
amongst us, for want of understanding what we are. 
Oftentimes it so falls out, that they have a particur 
lar pique to some one amongst us, and then they im- 
mediately interest heaven in their quarrel ; as it is an 
usual trick in courts, when one designs the ruin of 
his enemy, to disguise his malice with some con- 
ceniment of the kings; and to revenge his own 
cause,, with pretence of vindicating the honour of 
his master. Such wits as they describe, I have 
never been so unfortunate as to meet in your com- 
pany; but have often heard mudi better reasoning 
at your table, than I have encountered in their books. 



ilie grossest and raost impious language. The indignation of the 
populace being excited, they attempted to burst into the house^ 
and a desperate riot ensued, in which the orator and his com- 
panions had nparly paid for thtir frolic with their lives. For this 
riot they were indicted in the Court of Common Pleas, and heavily 
fined ; Sedley in the sum of L. 500. When the.Lord Chief Justice, 
Sir, Robert Hyde, to. reprfss his insolence, asked bijn if he bad ever 
read the ^ Complete Gentleman ?" Sedley answered, that he had 
read more books than his lordsiiip ; a repartee which exhibits more 
effrontery than wit. This culprits employed Killigrew and another 
courtier to salicit a mitigation of the ^na y but^ in the true spirit 
of court friendship, they begged it for themselves, and extorted 
every farthing. 
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The wits they describe,^ are the fops we banish : For 
blasphemy and atheism, if they were neither, sin 
nor iIL manners, arc subjects so very common, and 
worn so threadbare, that people, who have sense, 
avoid them, for fear of being suspected to have?. 
none. It calls the good name of their wit in ques- • 
tion, as it does the credit of a citizen when his shop 
is filled with trumperies and painted titles, instead 
of wares: We conclude them bankrupt to all manner; 
of understanding; and that to use blasphemy, is a 
kind of applying pigeons to the soles of the feet; it 
proclaims their fancy, as well as judgment, to be 
in a desperate condition- I am sure, for your own 
particular, if any of these judges had once the. hap- 
piness to converse with you,— to heai' the candour of* 
your opinions; how freely you commend that wit 
m others of which you have so large a poition your- 
self; how unapt you are to be censorious ; with how 
much easiness you speak so many things, and those 
so pointed, that no other man is able to excel, or 
perhaps to rieach by study ; — they would, instead of 
your accusers, become your proselytes. They would 
reverence so much sfense, and so much good nature: 
in the same person; and come, like the satyr, to. 
warm themselves at that fire, of which they were 
ignorantly afraid when they > stood at a distance 
But you have too great a reputation to be wholly 
free from censure : it is a fine which fortune sets 
upon all extraordinary persons, and from which you 
should not wish to be delivered until you are dead. 
I have been used by my critics much more severely, 
and have more reason to" complain, because I am 
deeper taxed for a less estate. I am, ridiculously 
enough, accused to be a contemner of universities; 
that is, in other words, an eiiemy of learning; 
without the foundation of which, .I. am sure, no 
Hian can pretend to be a poet. A?id jf this be not 

VOL IV. 7. ■ < 
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enougli, I am roade a detiactor from my psedeces^ 
sors, whom I confess to have been my masteis ia 
the art. But this latter was the accusatioa of the 
best judge, and almost the best poet, in the Latin 
tongue. You find Horace complaining, that, for 
taxing some verses in Lucilius, he himself was 
blamed by others, though his design was no other 
than mine now, to improve the knowledge of 
poetry ; and it was no defence to him, amon^ his 
enenxies, any more than it is for me, that be praised 
Lucilius where he deserved it; pagind laudaiur 
eddem. It is for this reason I will be no more 
mistaken foi* my good meaning : I know I hcmour 
Ben Jonson more than my little critics, because^ 
without vanity I may own, I understand him bet- 
ter *. As for the errors they pretend to find in roe,^. 
I could easily show them, that the greatest part of 
them are beauties ; and for the rest, I could recri** 
minate upon the best poets of our nation, if I could 
resolve to accuse another of little faults, whom, at 
the same time, I admire for -greater excellencies. 
But I have neither concernment enough upon me to 
write any thkig in my own defence, neither will I 
gratify the ambition of two wretched scribblers^ 
who desire nothing more than to be answered. I 
have not wanted friends, even am<mg strangers, 
who have defended me more strongly, than my con- 
temptible pedant could attack mef. For the other. 



* Our author here shortly repeats what he has said at more 
length in his Defence of the Epilogue to the second part of the 
Conquest of Granada. 

t, The pedant Mr Malone cpnjiectures to be Matthew CMord, 
Master of tfie Charter-house, one of the Duke of Buckingham's 
colleagues in writing " The Rehearsal/' But the pedant is obviously 
the same with the Fastidious Brisk of Oxford^ mentioned in the 
fUlowing sentence^ which can. hardly appl> to Cliffordj yfho was 
5 
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he is only lik6 Fungoso in the play, who follows the 
fashion at a distance, and adores the Fastidious Brisk 
of Oxford*. You can bear me witness, that I have 
not consideration enough for either of them to be 
angry. Let Maevius and Bavius admire each other; 
I wish to be hated by them and their fellows, by 
the same reason for which I desire to be loved by 
you. And I leave it to the world, whether their 
judgment of my poetry ought to be preferred to 
yours; though they are as much prejudiced by their 
malice, as I desire you shpuld be led by your kind- 
ness^ to be partial to. 

Sir, 

Your most humble. 

And most faithful servant, 

John Dryden. 



educated at Cambridge. One Leigh is said by Wood to have 
written the Censure of the Rota; and as he was educated at Ox- 
ford, and the book printed there, he may be ** the contemptible 
pedant/' though his profession was Iftiat of a pkyer in the dake'a 
company. 

• Fungoso and Sir t^astidious Brisk are two characters in " Every 
Man Out of his Humour ;" the former of whom is represented as 
copying the dress and manners of the latter. Dryden seems only 
to mean, that one of those pamphleteers was the servife imitator of 
the other^ 
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Prolog iTES, like bells to churches, toll you its 
With chiming verse, till the dull plays begin ; 
With this sad diiierence though, of pit and pew. 
You damn the poet, but the priest damns you : 
But priests can treat you at your own expence, 
And gravely call you fools without offence. 
Poets, poor devils, have ne'er your folly shown, 
But, to their cost, you proved it was their own^ i 
For, when a fop's presented on the stage, 
Straight all the coxcombs in the town engage ; 
For his deliverance and revenge they joiuy 
And grunt, like hogs, about their captive swine. 
Your poets daily split upon this shelif, — 
You must have fools, yet none will have himself. 
.Or if, in kindness, you that leave would give. 
No man could write you at that rate you live : 
For some of you grow fops with so much haste. 
Riot in nonsense, and commit such waste, 
'Two u Id ruin poets should they spend so fast. 
He, who made this, observed what farces hit. 
And durst not disoblige you now with wit. 
But, gentlemen, you over-do the mode ; 
vYou must have fools out of the common road. 
Th' unnatural strained buffoon is only taking ; 
No fop can please you now of God's own making. 
Pardon our poet, if he speaks his mind ; 
You come to plays with your own follies lined : 
Small fools fall on you, like small showers, in vain ; 
Your own oiled coats keep out all common rain. 
You must have Mamamouchi % such a fop 
As would appear a monster in a shop ; 
He'll fill your pit and boxes to the brim. 
Where, ram'd in crowds, you see yourselves in hfrn. 



* See the introductory remarks on the '' Citizen turned Gentleman/' of 
Ravenscroft, where the jest turns on Jorden's being created a Mamamouehi^ 
or Turkish paladin, as it is interpreted* 
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Sure there's some spell, our poet never knew. 
In HulUhabilah de^ and CAti, chu^ chu ; 
But Marahahah sahem * most did touch you i 
That is, Oh how we love the Mamamouchi I 
Grimace and habit sent yau pleased away : 
You damned the poet, and cried up the play« 

This thought had made our author more uneasy, 
But that he hopes I'm fool enough to please ye. 
But here's my grief,— though nature, joined with art, 
Have cut me out to act a fooling part. 
Yet, to your praise, the few wits here will say, 
^was imitating you taught Haynes to play. 



* Trichman, I told him she was wondrous beautiful. Then said ht, tlmrahahi^ 
$ahem, Ah how mach in love am I { 

Jorden. Marababa sahem^ means, how much in love am I ? 

THck, Yes. 

Jorden. I am beholden to you for telling me, for I ne'er could have thought 
titat Marababa sahem, should signify, J^ how much in love am I. AH this 
Tu rkisb is an admirable language ! 

CitiMen turr^fid Gentlemam, A£t. IV. 

In the same piece, we are presented with a grand chorus of Turks a&d 
Purvises, who nng, '' Hu h haba h ch9u ha h baba la dtu'* 
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Duke of Mantua. 

Prince Frederick, his son. 

AuRELiAN, a Roman Gentleman, 

Camillo, his friend. 

Mario, Governor of Rome. 

AscAiffio, page of honour to the Prince* 

Benito, Servant to Aurelian. 

Valerio, confidant to the Duke. 

Fabio, Servant to Mario. 

SoPHRONiA, Abbess of the Torr di Specchl 
Lucretia, a Lady designed to be a Nun. 
HippoLiTA, a Nun. 

VioLETTA,}'^^'^^^^' mece^ fo Mario. 
JFrdntona, kts Lodgings. 

SCENE— Rome. 
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ASSIGNATION; 

LOVE IN A KUNNERY. 



aaati 



ACT I. 

iSCENE L — A Room^ a great glass placed. 

, Enter Benito, with a guitar in his hand. 

Ben. [Bowing to the glass.] Save you, sweet sig- 
jiiot Benito ; by my faith I am glad to see you look 
(SO boanily to-day. Gad, isir, every thing becomes 
you to a miracle : your peruke, your clothes, yout 
hat, your shoe-ties ; and, gad, sir, let me tell you, 
you become eveiy thing ; you walk with such a 
grace, and you bow so pliantly! 
Aurelian. [fFithin.] Benito, where are you^sirrahP 
Ben. Sirrah! That my damned master should 
call a man of my extraordinary endowments^ sir- 
rah! A man of my endowments? Gad, I ask my 
own pardon, I mean a person of my endowments; 
for a man of my parts and tailents, though he be but 
a valet de chambre^ is a person ; and let me tell my 
inaster — Gad, I frown too, as Uke a person as any 
jack-gentleman of them all ; but, gad, when 1 do 
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not frown, I am an absolute be^,uty, whatever this 
glass says to the contrary ; and, if this glass deny 
it, 'tis a base lying glass; so FU tell it to its face, 
and kick it down into the bargain. 

Aiir. [JVitkin.] Why, Benito, how long shall wc 
stay for you? 

Ben. I come, sir.— Wh$,t the devil would he 
have ? But, by his favour. 111 first survey my dan* 
cing, and my singing. [He plays on the guitar, 
and dances and sings to the glass.] I think that 
was not amiss : I think so. Gad, I can dance 
[Lms dawn the guitar.] and play no longer, I am in. 
sucn a rapture with myself. What a villanous fate 
have I ! With all these excellencies, and a profound 
wit, and yet to be a serving-uiau ! 

Enter Aurelian and Camillo. 

j4ur. Why, you slave, you dog, you son of twen- 
ty fathers, am I to be served at this rate eternally? 
A pox of your conceited coxcomb ! 

Cam. Nay, pr ythee, Aurelian, be not angry. 

jiur. You do not know this rogue, as I do, Gi- 
mUlo. Now, by this guitar, and. that great looking- 
glass, I am ceitain how he has spent his time. He 
courts himself every morning in that glass at least 
an hour ; there admires his own person, and his parts, 
and studies postures and grimaces, to make himself 
yet more ridiculous than he was bom to be. 

Cam^ You wrong him, sure. 

Aur. I do ; for he is yet more fool than I can 
speak him. I never sent him on a message, but he 
runs first to that glass, to practise how he may be- 
come his errand. Speak, is this a he, sirrah ? 

Ben. I confess, I have some kindness for the 
mirror. 

Aur. The mirror ! there's a touch of his poetiy 
too; he could not call it a glass. Then the rogue 
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has the impudence to make sonnets^ as he calls 
them ; and, which is greater impudence, he sings 
them too ; there*s not a street in all Rome which 
he does not nightly disquiet with his villanous sere- 
nade : with that ^itar there, the younger brother 
of a cittern, he fnghts away the watch; and for his 
violin, it squeaks so lewdly, that Sir Tibert* in the 
gutter mistakes him for his mistress. Tis a mere 
cat-call. 

Cam. Is this true, Benito? 

Ben. to . Cam. [Aside.} My master, sir, may say 
his pleasure ; I divert myself sometimes with hear- 
ing him. Alas, good gentleman, 'tis not given to all 
persons to penetrate into men s parts and qualities ; 
out I look on you, sir, as a man of judgment, and 
therefore you shall hear me play and sing. 

[He takes up the guitar, and begins. 

AuT. Why, you invincible sot you, will nothing 
mend you? Lay it down, or 

Btn. to Cam. Do ye see, sir, this enemy to the 
muses? he will not let me hold forth to you. \Lays 
dawn the guitar.'] O envy and ignorance, whither 
ynW you ! — But, gad, before 111 sufter my parts to 
be kept in obscurity 

Aur. What will you do, rascal? 

Ben. I'll take up the guitar, and suffer heroically. 

[He play Sy Ay H. kicks. 

Aur. What? do you mutiny? 

Ben. Ay, do, kick till your toes ache ; 111 be baf- 
fled in my music by ne er a foot in Christendom. 

-dfwr. ril put you out of your tune, with a ven- 
geance to you. 



* A common name for a cat, being that by which the representa- 
tive of the feline race is distinguished in the History of Reynard 
the Fox. See Shakespeare's Kottico and Juliet, 
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[As AuRELjAN kicks harder^ Benito sings Jiister, 
and sometimes cries out.] 

Cam. holding Aur. Nay, then, 'tis time to stickle*. 
Hold, Aurelian, pr y tliee spare Benito, you know we> 
have occasion for him, ^ 

Aur. I think that was well kicked.. 

JSen. And I think that was mcU sung too. 

Cam. Enough, Aurelian. . 

Ben. No, sir ; let him proceed to discourage vir;- 
tue, and see what will come on it. ^ 

Cam. Now to our business. But we must first 
instruct Benito. 

Aur. Be ruled by me, and do not trust him. I 
prophesy hell spoil the whole ailair ; he has a worm 
in his head as long as a conger, a brain so barren of 
all sense,. and yet- so fruitful of foolish plots, that if 
he does not all things his own way, yet at least 
he'll ever be mingling his designs with yours, and 
go halves with you ; so that, what with bis igno- 
Tdnce, what with his plotting, hell be sure to ruin 
you with an intention to serve you. For niy part, 
I had turned him off long since, but that my wis^ 
lather commanded the contrary. 

Cam. Still you speak, as if what we did were 
choice, and not necessity. You know their uncle 
23 suspicious of me, and consequently jealous of all 
my servants ; but if we employ yours, who is not 
suspected, because you are a stranger^ I doubt not 
to get an assignation with the younger sii^ter. 

Aur. Well, use your own way, Camillo: but if it 
fver ftucceed with his management 

Cam. You must understand then, Benito, that 
this old Signior Mario has two nieces, with one of 
which I am desperately in love, and 

Ben. [Aside to him.] I understand you already, sir, 

I f -r- ^- ' i f'' i -1 -r - ■ I • - • , iw • 'n • ' •• ''I, — 

• Stickle. To interfere. 
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and you desire love reciprocal. Leave your business 
in my hands ; and^ if it succeed not, think me no 
wiser than my master. 

Cam, Pray take me with you. These sisters are 
great beauties, and vast fortunes ; but, by a clause 
m tlieir fathers will, if they marry witnout their 
uncle's consent, are to forfeit all. Their uncle, who 
is covetous and base to the last degree, takes advan-r 
tage of this clause; and, under pretence of not 
iiading fit matches for tliem, denies his consent to 
all who love them. 

Ben. Denies them marriage! Very good, sir. 

Cam. More than this, he refuses access to any 
suitor, and immures them in a mean apartment on 
the garden side, where he barbarously debars theni 
from all human society. 

Ben. Uses them most barbarously ! Still bcJtter 
and better. 

Cam. The younger of these sisters, Violetta, I 
have seen often in the garden, from the balcony in 
this chamber, which loQks into it ; have divers tilne# 
shot tickets on the point of an arrow, which she* 
has taken i and, by the signs she made me^ I find 
they were not ill received. 

Ben. ril tell you now, ju«t such an £unour as tbb 
had I once with a young lady, that 

Aur, Quote yojurself again, you rogue, and my 
feet shall renew their acquaintance with yout 
buttocks. 

dm. Dear Benito, take care to ctonvey this ticket 
to Violetta; I saw her just now go by to the next 
chapel : be sure to stand ready to give her holy 
water, and slip the ticket into the hand of her wo^ 
man, Beatrix; and take care the elder sister, Laura^ 
fijces you not, for she knows nothing of our amoar. 

Ben. A word to the wise. Have you no* set vice 
to Laura? [To Avn. 
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Aur. None that I shall trouble you withal; I'll 
see first what returas you make from this voyage, 
before I put in my venture with you. Away ; be- 
gone, Mr Mercury/ 

Ben. I fly, Mr Jupiter. {Exit. 

Aur. This lady, Laura, I have seen from your 
balcony, and was seen by her. Methought, too, 
she looked with a languishing eye upon me, as who 
should say, Are you a man, arid have no pity for a 
poor distressed virgin ? For my part, I never found 
so much disposition in myselt to love any woman 
at first sight. Handsome she is ; of that I am cer- 
tain. 

Cam. And has wit, I dare assure you ; but I have 
not heard she has admitted of any gallantry.' 

Aur. Her hour is not come yet ; she has not met 
with a man to Jove ; when that happens, (as I am 
resolved to push my fortune) you shall see that, as 
]her love warms, her virtue will melt down, and dis- 
solve in.it ; for there's too such bawd to a woman, 
as her own wit is. 

Cam. I look upon the assignation as certain ; 
will you promise me to go? You and Benito shall 
walk in the garden, while I search the nymph, 
within the shs^e. One thing I had forgot to tell 
you, that our general of the church, the Duke of 
Mantua," and the prince his son, are just approach- 
ing the gates of Rome. Will you go see the cere- 
mony of their entrance? 

Aur. With all my heart. They say he has be- 
haved himself gallantly against the French, at their 
return from Naples. Besides, I have a particular 
knowledge of young prince Frederick, ever since 
he was last at our Venetian carnivals. 

Cam. Away, then, quickly ; lest we miss the 
solemnity. {E;^eunt. 
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Enter Laura and Violetta, striving about a : 
letter, which Laura holds. 

Plo. Let it go, I say. 

Jmu. I say, let you go, 

Vio. Nay, sweet sister Laura» 
. Lau. Nay, dear Violetta, it is in vain to. contend ;; 
I am resolved Til see it 

[Plucks the paper from Violetta. 

Vio. But I am resolved you shall not. read ijt. I 
know not what authority this is which you assume^, 
or what privilege a year or two can give you, to 
use this sovereignty over me. 

Lau. Do you rebel, young gentlewoman? Til 
make you know I have a double right over you. 
One, as I have more yeais, and the other, as I have 
more wit. 

Vio. Though I am not all air and fire, as you are^ 
yet that little wit I have will serve to conduct my 
affairs without a governess. 

Lau. No, gentlewoman, but it shall not. Arc 
you fit, at fifteen, to be trusted with a maidenhead? 
It is as much as . your betters can manage at full 
twenty. 

For 'tis of a nature so subtiky 

That^ if it's rtot luted with carCy 
The spirit tvill work through the bottle^ 

And vanish axvay into air. 

To keep it'j there nothing so hard is, 
'Twill go betwist Waking and sleeping; 

The simple too weak for a guard is. 

And no wit would be plagued with the keeping. 

Vio. For aught I see, you are as little to be trust- 
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ed with your madness, as I with my simplicity; and, 
therefore, pray restore my letter. 

Lau. [Reading tV.] What's here ? An humble peti- 
tion for a private meeting? Are you twittering at 
that sport already, mistress novice ? 

Vio. How ! I a novice at ripe fifteen ? I would 
have you to know, that I have killed my man before 
I was fourteen, and now am ready for another exe- 
cution. 

Lau. A very forward rose-bud : You open apace^ 
gentlewoman. I find indeed your desires are quick 
enough ; but where will you have cunning to carry 
on youi; business with decency and secrecy? Secrecy, 
I say, which is a main part of chastity m our sex. 
Where wit, to be sensible of the delicacies of love ? 
the tenderness of a farewell-sigh for an absence ? the 
joy of a return? the zeal of a pressing hand? the 
sweetness of little quarrels, caused and cured by the 
excess of love? and, in short, the pleasing disquiets 
of the soul, always restless, and wandering up and 
down in a paradise of thought, of its own making ? 

Vio. If I understood not thus much before, I find 
yoti are an excellent instructor; and that argues you 
nave had a feeling of the cause in your time too, 
sister. 

Lau. What have I confessed before I was aware ! 
Shell find out my inclination to that stranger, whom 
I have only seen, and to whom I have never spoken — 
iJside.'} No, good Violetta, I never was in love; all 
mv experience is from plays and romances. But 
who is this man, to whom you have promised an as- 
signation ? 

Vio. You'll tell my uncle. 

Lau. I hate my uncle more than you do. 
. Vio. You know the man, 'tis signior Camillo : Hi5 
birth and fortunes are equal to what I can expect; 
and he tells me his intentiojis are honourable. 
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Lau. Have I not seett him lately in his balcony, 
which looks into our garden, with another haadsomQ 
gentleman in lus company, who seems a stranger? 

yio. They are the same. Dp you think it a rea- 
sonable thing, dear Laura, that my uncle should 
keep us so strictly, that we must be beholden to 
hea)*say, to know a young gallant is in the next 
house to us ? 

Lau. Tis hard, indeed, to be mewed like hawksi^ 
and never manned : To be locked in like nuns here. 

Vio. They, that look for nun's flesh in me, shdl 
be mistaken. 

Lau. Well, what answer have you returned to thi$ 
letter? 

Fio. That I would meet him at eight this evening, 
in the close walk in the garden, atteiuled only by 
Beatrix, my woman. 

Lau. Wno comes with him ? 

Vio. Only his friend s man, Benito ; the same who 
brought me the letter which you took from me. 

Lau. Stay, let me think a little. Does Camillo, 
or this Benito, know your maid Beatrix? 

Vio. They have never talked with her ; but only 
seen her. 

Lau. Tis concluded then. You shall meet your 
servant, but 111 be your Beatrix : I'll go instead of 
her, and counterfeit your waiting-woman; in the 
dark I may easily pass for her. By this means I 
shall be present to instruct you, for you are yet a cal- 
low maid : I must teach you to peck a little ; you 
may come to prey for yourself in time. 

Vio. A little teaching will serve my turn : If the 
old one left me to myself, I could go near to get my 
living. 

Lau. I find you are eager, and baiting to be gone 
akeady, and ill not hinder you when your hour ap- 
proaches. In the mean time, go in, and sigh, and 
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think fondly and ignorantly of your approaching 
pleasures : 

Love, in young hearts, is like the must of wine ; 

Tis sweetest then ; but elder 'tis more fine. lEseimt. 

ACT 11. 

SCENE I.— The front of a Nunnery. 

Prince Frederic, Aureltan, CamillOj^w^As- 
CANio, the Princes Page. 

FreH. My father's ancient, and may repose him- 
self, if he pleases, after the ceremony of ^lis entrance! 
but we, who are younger, should think it a sin to 
spend any part or day-light in a chamber. What are 
your ways of living here ? . ' 

Cam. Why, sir, we pass our time, either in con- 
versation alone, or in love alone, or in love and con- 
versation together. 

Fred. Come, explain, explain, my counsel learned 
in the laws of living. 

Cam. For conversation alone ; that's either in 

foing to court, with a face of business, and there 
iscoursing of the affairs of Europe, of which Rome, 
you know, is the public mart ; or, at best, meeting 
the virtuosi, and there wearying one another with 
rehearsing our own works in prose and poetry. 

Fred. Away with that diy method, I will have 
none on't. To the next. 

Cam. Love alone, is either plain wenching, where 
every courtezan is your mistress, and every man your 
rival; or else, what's worse, plain whining after one 
woman : that is, walking before her door by day, 
and haunting her street by night, with guitars, 
dark-lanthbms, and rondaches *. 

* Rondaches. Targets or bucklers. These ii^ere a part of the 
equipmentbf a^renader. See that of Quevedo's Night Adveoturen 
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Aur. Which, I take it, is, or will be ouf case, Ca- 
millo! 

Fred^ Neither of these will fit my humour : If your 
third prove not more pleasant, I shall stick to the old 
Almain recreation; the divine bottle, and the boun- 
teous glass, that tuned up old Horace to his odes. * 

Aur, You shall need to have no recourse to that; 
for love and conversation will dp your business : 
that is, sir, a most delicious courtezan, — I do not 
mean down-right punk,-^but punk of more than or- 
dinary sense in conversation ; punk in ragou, punk, 
who plays on the lute, and sings ; and, to sum up all, 
punk, who cooks and dresses up herself, with poignant 
sauce, to become a new dish every, time she is ser- 
ved[ up to you. 

Fred. This I believe, Aurelian, is your method of 
living, you talk of it so savourily. 

Aur, There is yet another more insipid sort of love 
and conversation : As, for example, look you there, 
sir; the courtship of our nuns. [Pointing to the Nun- 
nery.] Tljey talk prettily ; but, a pox on them, they 
raise our appetites, and then starve us. They are 
as dangerous as cold fruits without wine, and are 
never to be used but where there are abundance of 
wenches in readiness, to qualify them. 

Cam, But yet they are ever at hand, and easy to 
come by; and if you'ir believe an experienced sin- 
ner, easiness in love is more than half the pleasure 
ofit. 

Fred. This way of chatting pleases me ; for de- 
bauchery, I hate it ; and to love is not in my na- 
ture, except it be my friends. . Pray, what do you 
call that nunnery ? 

Cam. 'Tis a house of Benedictines, called the Tor- 
re di Specchi, where only ladies of the best quality 
are professed. 

[LucRETiA and Hippolita appear at the grate^ 

VOL. IV. ^ A 
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jiur* Look you yonder, sir, are two of the pretty 
magpr ' . vehite and black. If you will lull your- 
self a Platonic dream, you may ; but consider 
you >»rt will be dull when you play without stakes. 

i . vt/. No matter, I'll fool away an hour of court- 
ship; for I never was engaged in a serious love, nor 
I bJslieve can be. Farewell, gentlemen ; at this time 
I shall dispense with your attendance ; — nay, with- 
out ceremony, because I would be incognito. 

Cam. Cotne then, Aurelian, to our own affairs. 

[Exeunt Aurelian and Camillo. 

The Prince and Ascanio approach. 

Fred. [To Luciietia.] For what crimcj fair crea- 
ture, were you condemned to this perpetual prison? 

Luc. For chastity and devotion, and two or three 
such melancholy virtues : They first brought me 
hither, and must now keep me company. 

Fred. I should rather have guessed it had been 
murder, and that you are veiled for fear of doing 
more mischief With thpse eyes; for, indeed, they 
are too sharp t6 be trusted out of the scabbard. 

Luc. Cease, I beseech you, to accuse my eyes, 
till they have done some execution on your heart. 

Fred. But I am out of reach, perhaps. 

Luc. Trust not to that ; they may shoot at a dis- 
tance, though they cannot strike you near at hand. 

Fred. But if they should kill, you are ne'er the 
better : There's a grate betwixt us, and you cannot 
fetch in the dead quarry. 

Luc. Provided we destroy the enemy, we do not 
value their dead bodies : But you, perhaps, are in 
your first error, and think we are rather Captives 
than warriors ; that we come like prisoners to the 
grate, to beg the charity of passengers for their love. 

Fred. [To Ascanio.] Enquire, as dextrously as you 
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can, what is the name and quality of this channing 
creature. 

Luc. \To HippoLiTA.] Bfc sute, if the page ap- 
proaches you, to get out of him his master s name. 
\Tht Prince and Lucretia stem to talk. 

Hip, [To AscANio.] By that short whisper, which 
I observed you took with your liiaster, I imagine, 
Mr Page, you come to ask a certain question of me. 

Jsca. By this thy question, and by that whisper 
with thy lady, (O thou nymph of devotion !) I find 
I am to impart a secret, and not to ask one : There- 
fore, either confess thou art yet a mere woman un- 
der that veil, and, by consequence, most horribly 
inquisitive, Or thou shalt lose thy longing, and know 
nothing of my master. 

Hip. By my virginity, you shstll tell first. 

Asca. You'll break your oath, on purpose to make 
the forfeit. 

Hip. Your master is called 

Jlsca. Your lady is ycleped 

Hip. For decency, in all matters of love, the man 
should offer first, you know. 

Jtsca. That needs not, when the damsel is so will- 
ing. 

Hip. But I have sworn not to discover first, that 
her name is madam Lucretia ; fair, as you see, to a 
miracle, attd of a most charming conversation ; of 
royal blood, and niece to his holiness ; and, if she 
were not espoused to heaven, a mistress for a sove- 
reign prince. 

Asca. After these encomiums, 'twere tain for me 
to praise my master : He is only poor prince Fre- 
derick, otherwise called the prince of Mantua; liberal, 
and valiant, discreet and handsome, and, in my simple 
judgment, a fitter servant for your lady, than his old 
father, wIk) is a sovereign. 
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Hip. Dare you make all this good, you have said 
of your master? 
. Asca. Yes, and as much more of myself to you. 

Hip* I defy you upon't, as my lady's second. 

Asca. As my master s, I accept it. The time ? 

Hip. Six this evening. 

Asca, The place ? 

Hip. At this grate. 

Asca. The weapons ? 

Hip. Hands, and it may be lips. 

Asca, Tis enough : Expect to hear from me. 
\They withdraw^ and whisper to their Principal^^ 
After the whisper^ 

Fred. {To Lucuetia.] Madam, I am glad I know 
Iny enemy ; for since it is impossible to see, and not 
admire you, the name of Lucretia is the best excuse 
for my defeat. 

Luc. Persons, Uke prince Frederick, ought not to 
assault religious houses, or to pursue chastity and 
virtue to their last retreat. 

Fred. A monastery is no retreat for chastity; 'tis 
only a hiding place for bad faces, where they are 
thrust in crowds together, like heaps of rubbish out 
of the way, that the world may not be peopled 
with deformed persons : And that such, who are out 
of play themselves, may pray for a blessing on their 
endeavours, who are getting handsome children, and 
carrying on the work for public benefit 

Luc. Then you would put off heaven with youF 
leavings, and use it like them, who play at cards^ 
alone; take the courts for yourselves, and give the 
refuse to the gentlemen. 

Fred. You mistake me, madam ; I would so con- 
trive it, that heaven and we might be served at 
once. We have occasion for wit and beauty; now 
piety and ugliness will do as well for heaven : that 
plays at one game, and we at another; and there- 
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fore heaven may make its hand with the same cards 
that we put out. 

Ltic, I could easily convince you, if the argu- 
ment concerned me ; but I am one of those, whom, 
for want of wit and beauty, you have condemned 
to religiou ; and therefore am your humble servant, 
to pray for your handsome wife and children. 

Fred. Heaven forbid, madam, that I should con- 
demn you, or indeed any handsome woman, to be 
religious! No, madam; the occasions of the world 
are great and urgent for such as you; and, for my 
part, I am of opinion, that it is as great a sin for a 
beauty to enter into a nunnery, as for an ugly wq- 
man to stay out of it. 

Luc. The cares of the world are not yet upon 
you; but as soon as ever you come to be afflicted 
with sickness, or visited with a wife, you'll be con^ 
tent I should pray for you. 

Fred. Any where rather than in a cloyster ; for, 
truly, I suppose, all your prayers there will be how 
to get Qut of it ; and, upon thait supposition, ma- 
dam, I am come to offer you my service for your 
redemption. Come, faith, be persuaded, the church 
shall lose nothing by it : I'll take you out, and put 
in two or three crooked apostles in your place. 

[Bell rings within^ 

Luc. Hark, the bell rings; I must leave yoii:- 'tis 
a summons to our devotion. 

Fred. Will you leave me for your prayers, ma-» 
dam? You may have enough of them at any time, 
but remember you cannot have a man so easily. 

Luc. Well, I'll say my bpad« for you, and that's 
][)ut charity ; for I believe I leave you in a most de- 
plorable condition. {Exeunt Women. 

Fred. Not deplorable neither, but a little altered : 
Jf I could be ii; love, as I am sure I c^not, it 
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should be with her, for I like her conversation 
strangely. 

Asca. Then, as young as I am, sir, I am before- 
hand with you; for I am in love already. I would 
fain make the first proof of my manhood upon a 
nun: I fin^l I have a mighty grudging to hply 
flesh. 

Fred. I'll ply Lucretia ag^in, as soon as ever her 
devotion's over. Methinks these nuns divide their 
time most admirably ; frpm love to prayers, froip 
prayers to love ; that is, just so much sin, just sp 
much godliness. 

Asca. Then I can claim t|iat sister's love by fperit- 
Half man, half boy ; ifor her h^f flesh, half spirit. 

SCENE ll.^A Street ' 

AuRELiAN and Camillo. 

Aur. I'll proceed no farther, if Bienito goes : I 
know his folly will produce some mischief. 

Cam. But Violetta desired me, in her . note, to 
bring him, on purpose to pass the time with her 
woman, Beatrix. 

Aur. That obiection's easily removed: 111 sup- 
ply Bpnitp's place ; the darkness will prevent disco- 
very ; and, for my dispourse, J'U iqiitate the half 
wit and patched breeding of a mkt dp chambie. 

Cam. But how shaW we get rid of him ? 

Aur. Let me alone for that 

Enter Benito. 

. Ben. Come, are we ready, gallants? Th^ clock'i? 
upon the stroke of eight. 

Aur. But we have altered our resqlutioji; we 
go another way to-night. 
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Ben. I hope you have not broke my assignation? 

Aur. Why do you hope so? 

Ben. Because my reputation is ^agaged in't : I've 
stipulated, upQu mvm hoipur, that you shall come. 

jiur. I shall beat you, if you follow me. Go, 
sirrah, and adjourn to the great lookii^g^glass, 9^nd 
let me hear no more from you till to-jnorrow morn- 
ing, 

Ben. Sir, my 6deUty, apd, if I may be so vain^ 
ffiy discretion, may stand you in some stead. 

Aur. Well, come along then; they are brave fel- 
lows, who have chall#nge4 us; ypii shall have fight- 
ing enough, lar, 

Ben. flov, sifi fighting? 

Aur. You m*y escape with the loss of a leg, or 
an arm, or some such transitory limb. 

Ben. No, sir; I have that absolute obedience to 
ywr commaiads, that I will bridle my courage, and 
stay at home. lJE>rit. 

Cam. You took the ouly way to be fid of him. 
There's the wall ; behind yon pane of it we 11 set 
lip the ladder. ' [ffcveuntr 

SCENE III.— ^ Night-piece of a Garden. 

Enter Laura and Vioi^etta. 

Vio, Eemember your waitipg-wcww s part, Lau- 
ra. 

J/iu. I warrant you,^ I'U wait on you by uight, 
as well as I governed you by day. 

Vio. Hark, I hear footsteps ; and now, metbinks, 
I see something approaching us. 

Lau. They are certainly the men whom we e^^ 
pect 
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Enter Aurelian and Camillo. 

Cam. I hear womcns' voices. 

Aur. We are rights I warrant you. 

Cam. Violetta, rt\y love ! 

Vio. My dear Camillo ! 

Ca7n. Speak those words again; my own name 
never sounded so sweetly to me, as when you spoke 
it, and made me happy by adding dear to it* 

Vio. Speak softly then ; I have stolen these few 
minutes rrom my watchful uncl6 and my sister, and 
they are as full of danger as they are of love. Som^ 
thing within me checks me too, and says, I was too 
forward in venturing thus to meet you. 

Cam. You are too fearful rather; and fear*s the 
greatest enemy to love. 

Vio. But night will hide my blushes, when I tell 
you, I love you much, or I had never trusted my 
virtue and my person in your hands. 

Cam. The one is sacred, and the other safe ; but 
this auspicious minute is our first of near converse. 
May I not hope that favour, which strangers, in ci- 
vility, may claim, even from the most reserved? 

[Kisses her hand. 

Vio. I fear you'll censure me. 

Cam. Yes, as the blest above tax heaven for ma- 
king them so happy. [They walk fart her offi^ 

Aur. [Stepping towards Laura]. Damsel of dark- 
ness, advance, and meet my flames ! 

Lau. [Stepping forward^ Right trusty valet, heard, 
but yet unseen, I have advanced one step on repu- 
tation. 

Aur. Now, by laudable custom, I am to love thee 
vehemently. 

Lau. We should do well to see each other first;: 
Yoii know 'tis ill taking money without light. 
* Aur. O, but the coin of love is known by ^q 
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weight only, and you may feel it in the dark : Be- 
sides, you know 'tis prince-like to love without see- 
ing. 

Lau. But then you may be served as princes are 
sometimes. 

AuT. Let us make haste, Jiowever, and despatch 
a little love out of the way : We may do it now with 
ease, and save ourselves a great deal of trouble, if 
we take it in time, before it grows too fast upoii 
our hands. 

Lau. Fye, no; let us love discreetly: we must 
manage our passion, and not love all our love out 
at one meeting, but leave some for another time. 

Aur. I am for applying the plaster while the 
wound is green ; 'twill heal the better. 

SJ'akes her by the hand. 

Lau. Let go my hand ! What crime has the poor 
wretch committed, that you press it thus? L re- 
member no mischief it has done you. 

Aur. O, 'tis a heinous malefactor, and is pressed 
by law, because it will confess nothing. Come, 
withdraw a little farther, we have urgent business 
with one another. 

Lau. Twere a shame to quit my ground upon 
the first charge; yet if you please to take a tmce a 
Jittle, I will consent to go behind the lovers, and 
listen with you. 

Aur. I wonder you deferred the proposition so 
long. I were neitner true valet^ nor you true wo- 
man, if we could not eves-drop. 

\They retire behind the other two^ who come for- 
ward upon the Stage. 

Cam. [Kissing Violetta s hand.l Give me ano- 
ther yet, and then* 

^. And then will you be satisfied? 

Cam. And then 111 ask a thousand more, and 
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ne'er be satisfied. Kis$es are but thm juourishmeiit; 
they are too soon digested^ and hungry love craveiS 
more. 

Vio. You fted a wolf within you. 

Cam. Then feast my love with a more soKd diet. 
He makes us now a mi^er s feast^ and we forbfpar to 
take our fill The silent night, and sill these downy 
hours, were made for lovers: Gently they tread, 
and softly measure tim^, that no rude noise may 
fright the tender maid, from giving all her soul to 
melting joys. 

Vio. You do not love me ; if you did, you wpulA 
not 
Thus urge your satisfaction in my shame ; 
At best, I se.e you would not Ipve me longi 
For th^y, who plunder, do not mean to stay, 
. Cam. L baste to take possession of my own. 

Vio. Ere heaven and holy vows have made it so? 

Cam. Then witness, heaven, and all these twink- 
ling stars 

Vio. IJold, bold, you are distempered with your 
love ; 
Time, place, and strong desires, now swear, not yo^. 

Cam. Is not love love, without a priest and altars ? 
The temples are inanimate, and know not 
What vows are made in them ; the priest stands r^y 
For his hire, and cares not what hearts bc cpuples ; 
Love alone is marriage. 

Vio. I never will receive tb^se midnight vow* s 
But when 1 come hereafter to your armfe 
I'll bring you a sincere, full, perfect bliss ; 
Then you will thank me that I kept it $o, 
And trust my faith hereafter. 

Lau. There is your destiny, lover mint : I am tQ 
be honest by infection ; my lady will Bi)ne, you 
>ee* 
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Aur- Trjith !«, th^y are a lost eoiiple, unless they 
l^ra grape by pur example. Come, shall we b^ 
gin first, and shaflfie them both ? 

[Take$ her by the hand again. 

Lau. You will never be warned of this hand^ 
Benito. 

4ur. Oh, it is so soft^ as it were mad£ on pur- 
pose to take hearts, and handle them without hurtr 
ing ! These taper fingers too, and even joints so 
supple, that methinKs \ mould them as they pass 
through mine : nay, in my conscience, though it 
ht nonsense to say it, your hand feels white too, 

Lau. Methinks yours is ijot veiy hard, for a Ir- 
ving-man s. But where, in the name of wonder, 
have you Iparned to talk so courtly? You are a 
strange vakt de chambre. 

Aur. And you are as strange a waiting-woman : 
You have so stabbed me with your repartees to- 
night, that I should be glad to cfiange the weapon, 
to be revenged on you. 

Lau. These, I suppose, are fragments, which you 
learned from your wild master, Aurelian : many a 
poor woman najs passed through his hands with 
these very words. You treat me just like a serving- 
man, with the frpjd meat which comes from yo4r 
inaster s table, 

Aur. You could never havie suspected me for 
using my master's wit, if you h^d not been guilty of 
purloining from your lady. I am told, that JU^ira, 
your mistress's sister, h^ wit enough to confound a 
hundred Aureliaqs. 

Lau. I shall do your commendations to Laura for 
your compliment. 

Aur. And I shall not fail to revenge myself, by 
infomiing Aurelian of yours. 

Enter Bex i to with a Guitar 4 
Ben. The poor souls shall not lose by the bar- 
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gain, though my foolish gadding masters have dis- 
appointed them. That ladder of ropes was doubt- 
less left there by the young lady in hope of them. 

Vio. Hark, I hear a noise in the garden. 

Lau. I fear we are betrayed. 

Cam. Fear nothing, madam, but stand close. 

Ben. Now, Benito, is the time to hold forth thy 
talent, and to set up for thyself Yes, ladies, yoii 
shall be serenaded, and when I have displayed my 
gifts, I'll tetire in triumph over the wall, and hug 
myself for the adventure. [Hejwns on the Guitar. 

Vio. Let us make haste, sister, and get into co- 
vert; this music will raise the house upon us im- 
mediately. 

Lau. Alas, we cannot; the damn'd musiciai\ 
stands just in the door where we should pass. 

Ben. singing. Eveillez *oous, belles endormies ; 
Eveilkz vous: car il est jour: 
Mettez la tite a lafenestre^ 
Vous entendrez parler cC amour. 

Aur. [aside to Cam.] Camillo, this is my incor- 
rigible rogue ; and I dare not call him Benito, for 
fear of discovering myself not to be Benito. . 

Cam. The alarm is already given through the 
hou«e. Ladies, you must be quick: Secure your- 
selves, and leave us to shift. [E.veunt Women. 

JVithin. This way, this way. 

Aur. I hear them coming; and, as ill luck will 
have it, just by that quarter where our ladder is 
placed. 

Cam. Let us hide ii^ the daf k walk till they are 
past. 

Aur. But then Benito will be caught, and, being 
loiown to be my man, will betray us. 

Pen, I hear some in the garden : SUrc they are the 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



SCENfc III. THE ASStGNATlOl^. 381 

ladies, that are taken with my melody. To it agaioi 
Benito ; this time I will absolutely enchant them. 

[Fums again. 

Aur. He is at it again. Why, Benito, are you 
mad ? • 

Ben. Ah, madam! are you there? This is such a 
fevour to your poor unworthy servant. [Sii^^. 

But still between kissing Amyntas did say, 

Fair Phillisj look up, cmdymll turn night to day. 

Aur. Come away, you insufferable rascal; the 
house is up, and will be upon us immediately^ 

Ben. O gemini, is it you, sir ? 

Within. This way ; follow, follow. 

Aur. Leave your scraping and croaking, and 
step with us into this arbour. 

Ben. Scraping and croaking! *Sfbot, sir, eithQr 
grant I sing and play to a miracle, or I'll justi^" 
my music, though I am caught, and hanged for ijt. 

Enter Mario, and Servants. 

Mar. Where is this serenading rascal? If I find 
him, 111 make him an example to all midnight ca- 
terwaulers, of which this fidler is the loudest. 

Ben. O that I durst but play my tune out, to con- 
vince him ! Soul of harmony ! Is this lewd ? 

[Plays and sings softly* 

Cam. Peace, dear Benito : We must flatter him. 

Ben. [singing softly.] Mettez le tite : The notes 
which follow are so sweet, sir, I must sing them, 
though it be my ruin — Parler damour. 

[Lauea and Violetta in the Balcony. 

Lau. Yes, we are safe, sister; but they are yet m 
danger. 
' Vio. They are just upon them. 
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Lau. We must do something : Help, help ! 
thieves, thieves! we sbatl be murdered. 

MoTi Where? Where are they? 

Lau. HetCj sir, at our Ghamber-ddor,* and tre are 
run into the balcony for shelter : Dear uncle, come 
lind help iis« 

Mar. Back- again quickly : I duf st have sworn 
they had been in the garden. Tis an ignis fatvus^ 
I think, that leads ts from olie t>lace to another. 

[Exit Maeio, and Servants. 

Via. They are gone. My dear Camillo, make 
ha^te; afld preserve yourself 

Cam. May our Ae^t meeting prove more propiti- 
ous! 

Aur. [To Benito.] Come, sirrah, I shall make 
you sitig another note when ydu afe at hdme. 

Ben. Such another Word, Jtnd I'll sing again- 

Aur. Set the ladder, and nKnint first, you rogue. 

Ben. Mount first yourself, and ftai- not my de- 
laying. 
If I am caught, they'll spare me for my plajdng. 

[Sings as he goes off. 
Vouz entendrez parler d'dmour. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. . 

SCENE L— 7%e Front of the Nunnery. 

AscANio, and Hipi>olita, at the Grate. 

Hip. I see you have kept tdoch, brother. 

Asca. As a man of honour ought, sister, when he 
is challenged. And now, accoiding to tlie laws of 
duel, the next thing is to strip, and, instead of se- 
conds, to search one another. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



SCENE I. THE ASSIGNATION. 383 

Hip. We will strip our hands, if you please, bro- 
ther ; for they ate the only weapons we must use, 

Asca. That were to invite me to my loss, sister; 
I could have made a full meal in the world, and you 
would have me take up with hungry commons in 
the cloyster- Pray mend my fare, or I am gone. 

Hip. O, brother, a hand in a cloyster is fere like 
flesh in Spain ; 'tis delicate, because 'tis scarce. You 
may be satisfied with a hand, as well as I am pleased 
with the courtship of a boy. 

Asca. You may begin with me, sister, as Milo 
did ; by carrying a calf first, you may learn to carry 
^ an ox hereafter. In the meah time produce your 
hand, I understand nun's flesh better than you ima^ 
gine : Give it me, you shall see how I will Worry it. 
[She gives her hand.] Now could not we thrust out 
our lips, and contrive a kiss too ? 

Hip. Yes, we may; but I have had the experi- 
ence of it : It will be but half flesh, half iron. 

Asca. Let's try, however* 

Hip. Hold, Lucretia's here* 

Asca. Nay, If you come with odds upon me, 'tis 
timd to call seconds. [Ascanio hems. 

The Prince and Lucretia appear. 

Luc. Sir, though your song was pleasant, yet 
thefe was one tiling amiss in it, — that was, your ral- 
lying of religion. 

Fred. Do you speak well of my friend Love, and 
I'll try to speak well of your friend Devotion. 

Lfuc. I can never speak well of love : 'Twas to 
avoid it that I entered here.^ 

Fred. Then, madam, you have met your man ; 
for, to confess the truth to you, I have but coun- 
terfeited love, to try you ; for I never yet could 
love any woman : and, since I have seen you, and 
do not, I am certain now I shall 'scape for ever. 

4 
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Liu^i You are the best man in the world, if ^ou 
continue this resolution. Pray, then, let us vow 
solemnly these two things : the firsts to esteem each 
other better than we do all the world besides; the 
next, never to cliange our amity to love. 

Fred. Agreed, madam. Shall I kiss your hand 
on it ? 

Luc. That is too like a lover; or if it were not# 
the narrowness of the grate will excuse the cere- 
mony. 

Hip^ No, but it will not, to my knowledge : I 
have tried every bar many a fair time over; and at 
last have found out one, where a hand may get 
through, and be gallanted. 

Luc. [giving her hand.] There, sir, 'tis a true one. 
. Fred, [kis&ing it.] This, then, is a seal to our per- 
petual friendship,' and defiance to all love. 

Luc. That seducer of virtue. 

Fred. That disturber of quiet, 

Luc. That madness of youth. 

Fred. That dotage of old age. 

Luc. That enemy to good humour. 

Fred. And, to conclude all, that reason of all un* 
reasonable actions. 

Asca. This doctrine is abominable ; do not believe 
it, sister. 

Hip. No ; if I do, brother, may I never have com- 
fort from sweet youth at my extremity. 

Luc. But remember one article of our friendship, 
that though we banish love, we do not mirth, nor 
gallantry; for I. declare, I am for all extravagancies, 
but just loving. 

IVed. Just my own humour; for I hate gravity 
and melancholy next to love. 

Asca. Now it comes into my head, the duke of 
Mantua makes an entertainment to night in mas- 
querade: If you love extravagancy so well, madam. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



aC£N£ t. TtlE AiSIGKATldNi 385 

I'll put you into the head of one ; lay by your nun* 
ship for an hour or two, and come amongst us in 
disguise. 

Fred. My boy is in the right, madam. Will you 
venture ? I'll furnish ^ou with masking-habits. 

Hip. O my dear sister, never refuse it ; I keep 
the keys, you know : I'll warrant you we will re- 
turn before we are missed. I do so long to have 
one fling into the sweet world again, before I die. 
Hang it, at worst, it is but one sin more, and then 
we will repent for all together. 

jisca. But if I catch you in the world, sister, Til 
make you have a better opinion of the fleish and 
the devil for ever after. 

Luc. If it were known, I were lost for ever. 

Fred. How should it be known ? You have her 
on your side, there, that keeps the keys : And, put 
the worst, that you are taken in the, world, the 
world is a good world to stay in ; and there are 
certain occasions of waking in a morning, that may 
be more pleasant to you than your matins. 

Zuc. Fye, friend, these extravagancies are a breach 
of articles in our friendship. But well, for once; 
I'll venture to go out: Dancing and singing are 
but petty transgressions. 

Asca. My lord, here is company approaching ; 
we shall be discovered. 

Fred. Adieu, then, jusgu a reooir ; Ascanio shall 
be with you immediately, to conduct you. 

Asca. How will you disguise, sister ? Will you be 
a man or a woman ? 

Hip. A woman, brother page, for life : I should 
have the strangest thoughts if I once wore breeches- 

Asca. A woman, say you ? Here is my hand, if 
I meet you ini place convenient, I'll do my best to 
make you one. [Exeunt. 

VOL. IV, S B 
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Enter Aurelian and Cahilio. 

Cam, But why thus melancholy, with hat pulled 
down, and the hand on the region of the heart, just 
the reverse of my friend Aurelian, of happy memory ? 

jiur. Fsuth, Camillo, I am ashamed of it, but 
cannot help it. 

Cam. But to be in love with a waiting-woman ! 
with an eater of fragments, a simpercr at lower end 
of a table, with mighty golls, rough-grained, ajad 
red with starching, those discouragers an4 abaters 
of elevated love! 

Aur. I could love deformity itself^ with tha^ 
good humour. She, who is armed with gaiety and 
wit, Qced^ no other weapon to conquer me. 

Cam. We lovers are the great creators of wit in 
our mistresses. For Beatrix, she is a iqere utterer 
of yes and no, aiid has no more sense than what 
will just di^ify her to be an arrant waitii\g-woman; 
that is, to lie for her lady, and take your money. 

Aur. It may be„ then, I found her in the exaltat 
tion of her wit; for certainly womep have their 
^ood and ill d^^ys of t^lkingi as they have of look-* 
mg. 

Cam,, But, however, she ha^ done you the courte- 
sy to drive out Laura ; and so one poison has ex- 
pelled the other. 

: Aur. Troth, not absolutely neither; for I dote 
on Laura's be^.^ty, and on Beatrix's wit: I am 
wounded with a forked arroW; which will not easi- 
ly be got out. 

Cflw. Not to Ipse tii!»e in fruitless complaints^ let 
us pursue our new contrivance, that you m$y sec 
your two mistresses, and I my one. 

Aur. That will not now be difficult : This plot's 
so laid, that I defy the devil to make it mm. The 
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woman of thA housc> by which they are to paslto 
church, is bribed ; the ladies are by her acquainted 
with the design ; and we need only to be there be- 
fore them, and expect the prey, which will un- 
doubtedly fall into the net. 

Cam, Your man is made safe, I hope, from do^ 
ing us any mischief? 

Aut. He has disposed of himself, I thank him, 
for an hour or two : The fop would make me be^ 
lieve^ that an unknoisrri lady is in love with him, and 
has mkdt him an assignation. 

Cam, If he should succeed now, I should have 
the worse opinion of the sex for his sake. 

Aur. Never doubt but he will succeed : Your 
brisk fool, that can make a leg, is ever a fine gen- 
tleman among the ladies, because he is just of their 
talent, and they understand him better than a wit. 

Cam, Peace, the ladies are coming this way to 
the chapel, and their jailor with them : Let them 
go by without saluting, to avoid suspicion ; and let 
us go oif to prepare our engine. 

Enter Mario, Laura, and Violetta. 

Aur. I must have a look before we go. Ah, you 
little divine rogue! I'll be with you immediately. 
{Ejceunt AuRKLiAN and Camillo. 

Vio. Look you, aster, there aie our friends, but 
take no notice. 

Lau. I saw them. Was not that Aurelian with 
Camillo ? 

Vio. Yes. 

Lau. I like him strangely. If his person were 
joined with Benito*s wit, I.know liot what would 
become of my poor heart. 

Enter Fabio, andxvhispers with Mario. 

Mar. Stay, nieces^ 111 but speak a word with 
Fabio, and go with you immediately. 
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Vio^. I see, sister, you are infinitely taken with 
Benito's wit; but I have heard he is a very con- 
ceited coxcomb. 

Lau. They, who told you so, were horribly*niis- 
taken. You shall be judge yourself, Violetta ; for, 
to confess frankly to you, I have made liim a kind 
of an appointment. 

Vio. How ! have you made an assignation to Be- 
nito? A serving-man ! a trencher-cariying rascal ! 

i^w. Good words, Violetta! I only sent to him 
from an unknown lady near this chapel, that I 
might view him in passing by, and see if his person 
were answerable to his conversation. 

f^io.^ But how will you get rid of my uncle ? 

Lau. You see my project; his man Fabio is 
bribed by me, to hold him in discourse. 

EnUi' Benito, looking about him. 

Vio^ In my conscience this is he. Lord, what a 
monster of a man is there ! with such a workiday 
rough-hewn face too ! for, faith, heaven has not be* 
stowed the finishing upon it., 

Lau. It is impossible this should be Benito ; yet 
lac stalks this way. From such a piece of animated 
tii>iber, sweet heaven deliver me ! 
. Ben. l^Aside.'] This fnust of necessity be the. lady 
who is in love with me. See, how she surveys my 
person ! certainly one wit knows another by inr 
stii^pt. By that old gentleman, it should be the 
lady Laura too. Hum ! Benito, thou art made for 
ever. 

Lau. Yie has .the most unpromising, face, for a 
wit, I ever saw ; and yet ^he had need have a very 
good one, to make amends for his face. I am half 
cured of him already. 

Ben. What means all this surveying, madam? 
You bristle up to me, and wheel about me, like a 
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turkey-cock that is making love : Faith, how do you 
like my person, ha ? 

Lau. I dare not praise it, for fear of the old 
compliment, that you should tell me, it is at my 
sei-vice. But, pray, is your name Benito ? 

Ben. Signior Benito, at your service, madam. 

Lau. And have you no brother, or any other of 
your name; one that is a wit, attending oh signior 
Aurelian? 

Ben. No, lean assure your ladyship; I myself 
am the only wit, who does him the honour, — not to 
attend him, but — to bear him company. 

Lau. ^Mt sure it was another you, that waited 
on Camillo in the garden, last night ? 

Ben.^ It was no other me, but me signior Benito. 

Imu. 'Tis impossible. 

Ben. 'Tis most certain. 

Lau. Then I would advise you to go thither 
again, and look for the wit which you have left 
there, for you have brought very little along with 
you. Your voice, methinks, too, is much altered. 

Bm. Only a little overstoained, or so^ with sing- 
ing. 

Lau^. How slept you, after your adventure? 

Ben. Faith, lady, I could not sleep one wink, for 
dreaming of you. 

Lau. Not sleep for dreaming ? When the place 
falls, you shall be bull-master-general at court. 

Ben. Et tu^ Brute! Do ygu mistake me for a 
fool too? Then, I find there's one more of that opi- 
nion, besides my master. 

.^^, iSister, look to yourself, my uncle is return- 
ing. 

Lau. I am glad on't : . He has done my business : 
He has absolutely cured me. Lord, that I could 
be so mistaken ! 

Fm. 1 told you what he was. 
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Lou. He was quite another thing last night: 
Never was man so altered in four-and-twenty hours. 
A pure clown, mere elementaiy earth, without the 
least spark of soul in him ! 

Ben. But, tell me truly, are not you in love with 
me ? Confess the truth : I love plamnieaUng : You 
shall not find me refmctory. 

lau. Away, thou animal ! I have found thee out 
for a high and mighty fool, and so I leave thee. 

Mar. Come, now I am ready for you; as little 
devotion, and as much good huswifery as you please. 
Take example by me : I assure you, nobody de- 
bauches me to church, except it be in your compa- 
ny. [Ejpeunt. 

Manet Benito- 

Ben. I am undone for ever : What shall I do with 
myself? I'll run into some desart, and there III 
hiae my opprobrious head. No, hang i^ I wont 
neither ; all wits have their failings som^^times, and 
have the fortune to be thought fools once in their, 
lives. Sure this is but a copy of her countenance ; 
for my heart is true to me, and whispers to me, she 
loves me still. Well, I'll trust in my own merits, 
and be confident 

[A noise of throwing dawn vktter mthin. 

Enter Habio, Fabio, Laura, ami Vioi^^tta. 

Lm. [Shaking her chthes.] Q, sir, I am wet quite 
through my clothes, and am not able to endure it 

Via. Was there ever such an insolence? 

Mar. Send in to se^ who Uvqs there: III make 
an example of them. 

Enter Fbontqi^a* 
JFab. Here is the woman of the house herself, sir, 
JFron. Sir, I submit, most willingly, to ^ny pu-r 
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liishment you shall itiflict upon me : For, though I 
intended nothing of an affront to these sweet ladies, 
yet I can never forgive myself the misfortune, of 
which I was the innocent occasion. 

Vio. O, I am ready to faint away ! 

Fron. Alas, poor sweet lady, she's young and 
tender, sir. I heseech you, give nle leave to repair 
my offence, with offering myself, and poor house, 
for her accommodation. 

Ben. I know that woman: There^s some villa- 
nous plot in this, I'll lay my life on't. Now, Benito^ 
cast about for thy credit, and recover all again. 

Mar. Go into the coach, nieces, and bid the 
coachman drive apace. As for you, mistress, your 
smooth tongue shall not excuse you* 

Lou. By your favour, sir. 111 accept of the gen- 
tlewoman s civility; I cannot stir a step farther. 

Fron, Come in, sweet buds of beauty, you shall 
have a fire in an inner chamber; and if you please 
to rcjpose yourself a while, sir, in another room, they 
shall come out, and wait on you immediately. 

Mar. Well, it must be so. 

Fron. \Whispering the Ladies.!^ Your friends are 
ready in the garden, and will be with you as soon 
as we have shaken off your uncle. 

Ben. A cheat, a cheat ! a rai^k one ! I smell it, 
old sir, I smell it. 

Mar. What's the matter with the fellow? Is he 
distracted:* 

Ben. No, 'tis you arc more likely to be distract* 
ed, but that there goes some wit to the being mad; 
and you have not the least grain of wit, to be gulled 
thus grossly. 

Fron. What does the fellow mean ? 

Ben. The fellow means to detect your villany, 
and to recover his lost reputation of a wit 
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Fron. Why, friend, what villany? I hope my 
house is a civil house. 

Ben. Yes, a very civil one ; for my master lay iu 
of his last clap there, and was treated very civilly, 
to my knowledge. 

Mar. How's this, how's this? 

Fron. Come, you are a dirty fellow, and I am 
known to be a person that . 

Ben. Yes, you are known to be a person that 

Fron. Speak your worst' of me ; what person am 
I known to be ? 

Ben. Why, if you will have it, you are little bet- 
ter than 9 procuress: You carry messages betwixt 
party and party : — And, in one word, sir, she's as 
arrant a fruit-woman as any is about Rome. ^ 

Mar. Nay, if she be a fruit-woman, my nieces 
shall not enter her doors. 

Ben. You had best let them enter, you. do not 
know how they may fructify in her house : . For I 
heard her, with these ears, whisper to them, that 
their friends were within call. 

Mar. This is palpable, this is manifest; I shall 
remember you, lady fruiterer ; I shall have your bas- 
kets searched when you bring oranges again. — 
Come away, nieces; and thanks, honest fellow,, for 
thy discovery. [Ejpeunt Mario and JVomen. 

Ben. Hah couragio! II diavoh e morto: Now, I 
think I have tickled it; this discovery has reinstated 
me into the empire of my wit again. Now, in the' 
)omp of this achievement, will I present myself 
)efore madam Laura, with a — Behold, madam, the 
lappy restoration of Benito ! 

Enter Aursi^ian, Camillo, and Frontona, wcr- 
hearing him^ ' . 

Oh, now, that I had the mirror, to behold myself 
in the fulness of my glory ! and, oh, that the do- 
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mineering fop, my master, were in presence, that I 
might triumph over him ! that I might even con- 
temn the wretched wight, the mortal of a grovel- 
ling soul, and of a debased understanding. [He 
looks about him, and sees his master.] How the devil 
came these three together ? Nothing vexes me, but 
that I must stand bare to him, after such an enter- 
prise as this is. 

Aur. Nay, put on, put on again, sweet sir; why 
should you be uncovered before the fop your mas- 
ter, the wretched wight, the mortal of a grovelling 
soul? 

Ben. Ay, sir,; you may make bold with yourself 
at your own pleasure : But, for all that, a little bid- 
ding would make me take your counsel, and be co- 
vered, as affairs go now. 

jiur. If it be lawful for a man of a debased un-. 
derstanding to confer with such an exalted wit, 
pray what was that glorious achievement, which 
wrapt you into such an ecstasy ? 

Ben. Tis a sign you know well how matters go, 
by your asking me so impertinent a question. 

Aur. [Putting off his hat to him.] Sir, I beg of 
you, as your most humble master, to be satisfied, 

Ben. Your servant, sir; at present I am not at 
leisure for conference. But hark you, sir, by the 
way of friendly advice, one word : Henceforward, 
tell me no more of the adventure, of the garden, nor 
of the great looking-glass. 

Aur. You mean the mirror. 

Ben. Yes, the mirror; tell me no more of that>, 
except you could behold in it a better, a more dis- 
creet, or a more able face for stratagem, than I can, 
when I look there. 

Aur. But, to the business ; What is this famous 
<jnterprise ? 

Ben. Be satisfied, without troubling me farther, 
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the business is done, the rogues are defeated, and 
your mistress is secured : If you would know more, 
demand it of that criminal [Pointing to Fron.], and 
ask her, how she dares appear before you^ after such 
a signal treachery, or before me, after such an over- 
throw? 

Fron. I know nothing, but only that, by your 
master's order, I was to receive the two ladies inta 
my house, and you prevented it 

Ben. By my master s order ? I'll never believe it. 
This is your stratagem, to free yourself, and deprive 
me of my reward. 

Cam. rU witness what she says is tme. 

Ben. I am deaf to all asseverations, that make 
against my honour. 

Auk I'll swear it then. We two were the two 
fOgues, and you the discoverer of our villany. 

Ben. Then, woe, woe, to poor Benito ! I find my 
abundance of wit has ruinea me. 

Aur. But come a little nearer : I would not re- 
ceive a good office from a servant, but I would re- 
-Vi^ard him for his diligence. 

Ben. Virtue, sir, is its own reward : I expect 
none from you. 

Aur. Since it is so, sir, you shall lose no ftirther 
time in my service : Henceforward, pray know me 
for your humble servant ; for your master I am re- 
solved to be no longer. ' 

Ben. Nay, rather than so, sir, I beseech you let 
a good, honest, sufficient beating atone the differ- 
ence. 

Aur. Tis in vain. 

Ben. I am loth to leave you without a guide. 

Aur. He's at it again ! do you hear, Camillo ? 

Cam. Prythee, Aurelian, be mollified, and beat 
him. 
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Fran. Pray, iir, hear reason, and lay it on, for my 
sake. 

jiur. I am obdurate. 

Cam. But what will your father say, if you part 
with hirii ? 

Jlur. I care not. 

Ben^ Well, sir, since you are so peremptoiy, re- 
member I have offered you satisfaction, and so long 
my conscience is at ease. What a devil, before I'll 
offer myself twice to be beaten, by any master in 
Christendom, Til starve, and that is my resolution; 
and so your sei-vant that was, sir. [Ej'it. 

Aur. I am glad I am rid of him ; he was my evil 
genius, and was always appearing to me, to blast 
my undertakings : Let me send him never so far off, 
the devil would be sure to put him in my way, 
when I had any thing to execute. Come, Camillo, 
now we have changed the dice, it may be we shall 
have better fortune. [EseunL 



SCENE IL 

Enter the Duke of Mantua in masquerade^ Frede- 
EiCK, Valerio, and others. On the other side, 
enter Lucretia, Hippolita, awrf Ascanio. 

Luc. [To AscA.] The prince I know already, by 
your description of his masking habit; but, which 
is the duke, his luther? ^ 

Asca. He whom you see talking with the prince, 
and looking this way. I believe he has observed 
us. 

Luc. If he has not, I am resolved we'll make our-r 
selves as remarkable as we can: Til exercise my 
talent of dancing. 

fff. And I mine of singing. 
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Duke. \To Fred.] Do you know the' company 
which came in last? 

Fred. I cannot possibly imagine who they are. — 
At least I will not tell you. [Aside. 

Duke. There's somethings very uncommon in the 
air of one of them. 

Fred. Please you, sir, I'll discourse with her, and 
see if I can satisfy your highness. 

Duke. Stay, there's a dance beginning, and she 
Kems as if she would make one. 



SONG AND DANCE. 

Long betwixt hoe and fear Phyllis, tormented^ 
Shunned her own wish, yet at last she consented: 
But loth that day should her blushes discover, 

Come, gentle night, she said. 

Come quickly to my aid, 

And a poor sham^dced maid 

Hide from her lover. ^ 

Now cold as ice I am, now hot as fire, 

I dare not tell myself my awn desire ; 

But iet day fly away^ and let night haste her: 

Grant, ye kind powers above. 

Slow hours to parting love ; 

But when to bkss we move. 

Bid them fly faster. 

Horv sweet it is to love, when I discover 
Tkatflre, which bum^ my heart, wa/rmng my Iffocri 
^Tis pity tffoe so true should be mistaken ;« 

But if this night he be 

False or unkind to me, 
, Let me die, ere I see 

That Fm forsaken. 
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Duke [After the dance.'] My curiosity redoubles; 
I must needs hail that unknown vessel, and enquire 
whither she's bound, and what freight she carries. 

Fred. She's not worth your trouble, sir : Shell 
either prove some common courtezan in disguise, 
or, at best, some homely person of honour, that 
onlv dances well enough to invite a sight of her- 
selj^ and would look ill enough to fright you. 

Duke. That's maliciously said ; all I see of her is 
charming, and I have reason to think her face is of 
the same piece ; at least I'll try my fortune. 

Fred. What an unlucky accident is this ! If my 
father should discover her, she's ruined : If he does 
notj yet I have lost her conversation to-oight. ' 

Duke approaches Luceetia. 

Asca. Tis the duke himself, who comes to court 
you. 

Luc. Peace, I'll fit him ; for I have been informed, 
tx> the least tittle, of his actions since he came ta 
town. 

Duke. \To Luc.} Madam, the duke of Mantua, 
whom you must needs imagine to be in this ^com- 
pany, has sent me to you, to know what kind of 
face there is belonging to that excellent shape, and 
to those charming motions, which he observed so 
lately in your dancing. 

Luc. Tell bis highness, if you please, that there, 
is a face within the mask, so very deformed, that, 
if it were discovered, it would prove the worst visor 
of the two; and that, of all men, he ought not to 
desire it should be exposed, because then something 
would be found amiss in an entertaiament, which 
he has made so splendid and magnificent. 

Ihike. The duke, I am sure, would be very proud 
of your compliment, but it would leave him more 
unsatisfied. than before j for he will find in it sa 
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much of gallantry, as, being added to your other 
graces, will move him to a strange temptation df 
knowing you. 

Luc. I should still have the same reason to refuse 
him ; for twere a madness, when I had channed 
him by my motion and converse, to hazard the loss 
of that conquest by my eyes. 

Duke. I am on fire 'till I discover her. [Aside.}-^ 
At least, madam, tell me of what family you are. 

iwc. Will you be satisfied, if I tell you I am of 
the Colonne? You have seen Julia of that bouse? 

Duke. Then you are she. 

Luc. Have I not her stature most exactly? 

Duke. As near as I remember. 

Luc. Bi]^t, by your favour, I have nothing of her 
shape ; for, if I may be so vain to praise myself, 
shes a little thicker in the shoulders, and, besides, 
she moves ungracefully. 

Duke. Then you arc not she again. 

Luc. No, not she : But you have forgotten Emi- 
lia of the Ursini, whom the duke saluted yesterday 
at her balcony, when he entered. Her air and mo- 
tion — — 

Duke. Are the very same with yours. Now I am 
Sure I know you. 

^ Luc. But there's too little of her to make a beau* 
ty : My stature is more advantageous. 

Duke. You have cozened me again. 

Ltcc. Well, I find at last I must confess myself: 
What think you of Eugenia Beata? The dufcc 
seemed to be infinitely pleased last night, when my 
brother presented me to him at the Belvidere. 

Duke. Now I am certain you are she, for you 
have both her stature and her motion. 

Luc. But, if you remember yourself a little bet- 
ter, there's some small difierence in our wit; for 
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she has indeed the air and beauty of a Roman lady, 
but all the dulness of a Dutch woman. 

Duke. I see, madam, you are resolved to conceal 
yourself, and I am as fully ^solved to know you^ 

JLtic. See which of our resolutions will take place« 

Duke. I come from the duke, and can assure you, 
he is of an humour to be obeyed. 

Luc. And I am of an humour not to obey hinu 
But why should he be so curious ? 

Duke. If you would have my opinion, I believe 
he is in love with you. 

Luc. Without seeing me? 

Duke. Without seeing all of you : Love is love, 
let it wound us from what part it please ; and if he 
have enough from your shape and conversation, his 
business is done, the more compendiously, without 
the fdce. 

Luc. But the duke cannot be taken with my con- 
versation, for he never heard me speak. 

Duke. [A^ide.} 'Slife, I shall discover myself. — 
Yes, madam, he stood by incognito^ and heard me 
speak with you : But 

Luc. I wish he had trusted to his own courtship, 
and spoke himself; for it gives us a bad impression 
^f a prince'* wit, when we se^ fools in favour about 
his person. 

ikike. Whatever \ am, I have it in ccmmission 
from him to tell you, he's in love with you. 

Luc. The good old gentleman may dote, if he so 
pleases; but love, and fifty years old, are stark non- 
sense. 

Duke. But iKlme men, you know, are green at 
fifty. 

I4UC. Yes, in their understandings. 

Duke. You speak with great contempt of a 
prince^ who has some reputatiqn in the wqrld. 
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Luc. No ; 'tis you that speak with contempt of 
him, by saying he is in love at such an age. 

I)ukt. Then, madam, 'tis necessary you should 
know him better for his reputation ; and that shall 
be, though he violate the laws of masquerade, and 
force you. 

Fred, I suspected this from his violent temper, 
\Asidt?f^ Sir, the emperor*s ambassador is here in 
masquerade, and I believe this to be his lady : It 
were well if you inquired of him, before you rorced 
her to discover. 

liuke. Which is the ambassador? 

^red\ That farthermost. [Z)wA:e retires farther. 

Fred, to Liic. Take your opportunity to escape, 
while his back is turned, or you are ruined. Asca- 
nio, wait on her. 

Luc. I am so frighted, I cannot stay to thank 
you. . [Eji;eunt Luc. Asca. and Hip. 

Duke to Fred. Tis a mistake, the ambassador 
knows nothing of her : I'm resolved I'll know it of 
herself, ere she shall depart. — Ha! Where is she? I 
left her here. 

Fred. lAside.l Out of your reach, father mine, I 
hope. 

Duke. She has either shifted places, or else slipped 
out of the assembly. 

Fred. I have looked round : She must be gone, 
sir. - 

Duke, She must not be gone, sir. Search for her 
every where : I will have her. 

Fred. Has she offended your highness ? 

Duke. Peace, with your impertinent questions. 
Come hither, Valerio. 

Val. Sir? . 

Duke. O, Valerio, 1 am desperately in love : That 
lady, with whom you saw me talking, has But 
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I lose time; she's gone j haste after her, — ^find her, 
— ^bring her back to me. 

Val If it be possible; 

Duhe^ It milst be possible ; the quiet of my lift 
depends upon it. 

VaL Which way took she ? 

Ihike. Go any way,— -every way ; ask no ques- 
tions: t know no more, but that she must, — must 
be had. [Exit Valerio. 

Fred, Sir, the assembly will observe, that 

Duke. Damn the assembly; 'tis a dull insignifi- 
t5ant crowd, now she is not here : Break it up, I'll 
stay no longer. 

Fred. [Aside.'] I hope she's safe, and then this 
fantastic love of my father^s will make us sport to- 
morrow. yEMimt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Luceetio, Ascanio, and Hippoxita. 

Luc. Now that we are safe at the gate of our 
convent, methinks the adventure was not unplea- 
sant. 

Hip. And now that I am out of danger, brother, 
I may tell you what a novice you are in love, to 
tempt a young sister into the wide world, and not 
to snow her the diflferencc betwixt that and her 
cloister. I find I may venture sal>eiy with you an- 
other time. 

Asca. O, sister, you play the brazen-head with 
me, — ^you give me warning when time s past. But 
that was no fit opportunity: I hate to snatch a 
morsel of love, and so away. I am for a set-meal, 
where I ihay enjoy my full gust; but, when I once 
fell on, you shall find me a brave man upon occa- 
sion. 

Vol, IV. 2 G 
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Luc. Tis time we were in our cells. Quick, Hip- 
polita; where's the key ? 

Hip. Here, in my pocket*— No, 'tis in my other 
pocket : — Ha, 'tis not there neither. I am sure I 
put it in one of them. 

^Luc. What should we do, if it should be lost 
now? 

Kip. I have searched myself all over, and cannot 
find it/ 

Asca. A woman can nevef search herself all over; 
let me search you, sister. 

Luc. Is this a time for raillery? Oh^ sweet hea- 
ven ! speak comfort quickly ; have you found it? 

\HeTt AscANio slips away. 

Hip. Speak you comfort^ madam, and tell me you 
have it, for I am too sure that I have none ont. 

Luc. O, unfortunate that we are ! day's breaking; 
the handicrafts' shops begin to open. [Clock strikes. 

Hip. The clock strikes two: Within this half 
hour we shall be called up to our devotions. Now, 

good Ascanio Aids, he's gone too ! we are left 

miserable and forlorn. 

Luc. We have not so much as one place in the 
town for a retreat 

Hip. O, for a miracle in our time of need ! that 
some kind good-natured saint would take us up, 
and heave us over the wall into our cells. 

Luc. Dear sister, pray, for I cannot: I have been 
so sinful in leaving my cloister for the world, that 
I am ashamed to trouble my friends above to help 
me. 

Hip. Alas, lister, with what face can I pray 
then ! Yours were but little vanities, but I have 
sinned swingingly against my vow; yes, indeed, 
sister, I have been very wicked, — ^for I wished the 
ball might be kept perpetually in our cloister, and 



Digitized by 



Google 



tCEirS III. THE ASSIGNATION. 40S 

that half the handfiome nuns in it might be turned 
to men, for the sake of the other. 

Luc. Well, if I were free from this disgrace, I 
would never more set foot beyond the cloister, for 
the sake of any man. 

. Hip* And here I vow, if I get safe within my 
cell, I will not think of man again these seven 
years. 

Re-enter Ascanio. 

Asca. Hold, Hippolita, and make no more rash 
vows : If you do, as I live, you shall not have the 
key.; 

Hip. The key ! why, have you it, brother? 

Lac. He does but mock us. I know you have 
it not, Ascanio. 

Asca. TEtCce signum; here it is for you. 

Hip. .0, sweet brother, let me kiss you. 

Asca. Hands off, sweet sister, you must not be 
forsworn; you vowed you would not think of a 
man these seven years. 

Hip. Aye, brother, but I was not so hasty but I 
had wit enough to cozen the saint to whom I vow- 
ed ; for you are but a boy, brother, and will not be 
a man these seven years. 

Luc. But where did you find the key, Ascanio? 

Asca. To confess the truth, madam, I stole it 
out of HippoUta's pocket, to take the print of it in 
wax; for 111 suppose you'll give my master leave to 
^wait on you in the nunnery-garden, after your ab- 
bess has walked the rounds. 

Luc. Well, well,. good-morrow. When you have 
slept, come to the grate for a letter to your lord. 
Now will I have the headach, or the megrim, or 
some excuse; for I'm resolved I'll not rise to pray- 
ers.- 
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H^. Pray, brother, ttka <»re of otir tuaskiflgf-ha- 
bits, that they may be forthcoming another time. 

Asm. Sleep, sleep, atid drealn of mc> aist^r : I'll 
make it good, if yqu di^eam not too unf^asonably. 

Luc. Thus dangers in our love make joys more dear; 
And pleasure's sweetest when 'tis mixed with ftkr. 

[Eweuht. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — A Dressing-chamber. 

The Masking-habits of Lucbetia and Hivvolita 
laid in a Chair. — Enter Frederick and Ascanio. 

Fred. I never thought I should have loved her. 
Is't come to this, after all my boastings and decla- 
rations against it? Sure I loved her before, and did 
not know it, till I feared to lose her ; There's the 
reason. I had never desired her, if my ftther had 
not. This is just the longing of a woman : She ne- 
ver finds the appetite in herself, till she sees the 
meat on another^s plate. I'lii glad, hoW^yef, ybii 
took the impression of the key i but 'twas licft ^ihell 
to fright them. - 

Asca. Sir, I could not help it ; Jbmt hefe's thfe ef- 
fect on't : the workman sat up all night to mike it. 

[d^iwsalky. 

Fred. This key will admit tate into the ^aglio 
of the godly. The monastery has begun the wa^, 
in salljdng out upon the world; and therefore 'tis 
but just tMt the world should make Reprisals oh the 
monastery. * ' 

Asca. Alas, sir, you and Lucretia do but skif* 
mish ; 'tis I and Hippolila that make the war : 'Tii 



Digitized by 



Google 



9ei:V|: X. THE ASSIGNATION. 405 

true, opportunity has been wanting for a battle, but 
the forces have b^en stoutly drawn up on both 
sides. As for your concernment, I come just now 
froQi thiB monastery; and have orders from your Pla- 
tonic mistress to tell you, she expecta you this everi-* 
ing in the garden of the nupuery ;- witlial,. she de- 
livered me this letter fpr you, 

Fred. Give it me. 

Asca. O, sir, the duke your father ! 

[The Prince take^ the letter, and, thinking to 
put it up hastily, drops it. 

Enter Duke. 

Duke. Now, Frederick, not abroad yet ? 

Fred. Your last night's entertainment left me so 
weary, sir, that I overslept myself this morning. 

Duke. I rather envy you .than blame you : Our 
sleep is certainly the most pleasant portion of our 
lives. For my own part, I spent the night waking 
and restless. 

Fred. Has any thing of moment happened to dis- 
compose your highness ? 

Duke. Ill confess my follies to you : I am in love 
with a lady I saw last night in masquei-ade., 

Fred. Tis strange she should conceal herself. 

Duke. She has, from my best search ; yet I took 
exact noticd of her masking habit, and described it 
to those wjiom I employed tQ itod b^n 

Fred. {^Aside.^ 'Sdeatb, it Ues thefe unremov^d, 
and, if he turns himself, full i» his >eye. Now, now, 
'twill be discovered. 

Duke, For 'tw3* ei^tremely r/emarkable, I re- 
member very well, 'twas a loose loog robe, streaked 
black and M^hite, girt with a large silver ribband, 
and the vizor was a Moor s face. 

Fred. {Running to the chair ^here the habits are, 
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siis down.] Sir, I beg pardon of your highness for 
this rudeness ; I am O, Oh ! ■ 

Duke. What's the matter? 

Fred. I am taken so extremely ill o' the sudden, 
that I am forced to sit before you. 
, Duke. Alas, what's your distemper? 

Fred. A most violent griping, which pulls me to- 
gether on a heap. 

Duke. Some cold, I fear, you took last night 
[Runs to the chor.} Who waits there? Call physi- 
cians to the prince. 

Fred. Ascanio, remove these quickly. 

[AscANio fakes away the habitSj and Exit. 

Duke. [Returning.'] How do you find yourself? 

Fred. [Arising.] Much better, sir : That which 
pained me is removed. As it came unexpectedly, 
so it went as suddenly. 

Enter Valerio. 

Duke. The air, perhaps, will do you good. If 
you have health, you may see those troops drawn 
out, which I design for Milan. 

Fred. Shall I wait your highness P 

Duke^ No, leave me here with Valerio; I have a 
little business, which dispatched, I'll follow you 
immediately. — Well, what success, Valerio? 

[jEiTiV Frederick. 

Val. Our endeavours are in vain, sir ; there has 
been inquiry made about all the palaces in Rome^ 
and neither of the masking habits oan be discover- 
ed. 

Duke. Yet it must be a woman of quality. What 
paper's that at my foot? 

Val. [Taking up the letter.] Tis sealed, sir, and 
directed to the prince. 

Duke. [Taking the letter.] Tis a woman's hand. 
Has he got a mistress in town so soon ? I am f e^ 
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solved to open it, though I do not approve my own 
curiosity. [Opens and reads it. 

Now my fear is tycery lean laugh at my last nighfs 
adventure. I find that at fifty all men grow incorri- 
gible, and UrCers especially; for^ certainly ^ never any 
creature could be worse treated than your father ; 
[How's this, Valerio? I am amazed.] and yet the 
good, old, out-qffashion gentleman heard himself ral- 
lied, and bore it with all the patience of a Christian 
prince. [Now, 'tis plain, the lady in masquerade is 
a mistress of my son s, and the undutiful wretch 
was in the plot to abuse me.] Ascanio will tell you 
the latter part of our misfortune, haw hardly we got 
into the cloister. [A nun, too! Oh, the devil!] 
fVhen we meet next, pray provide to laugh heartily; 
for there is subject sufficient for a plentiful fit; and 
fop enough to spare for another time. 

LUCRETIA. 

. Val Lucretia ! now the mystery is unfolded. 

Duke. Do you know her? 

Val. When I was last at Rome I saw her often ; 
she is near kinswoman to the present Pdfee ; and, 
before he placed her in this nunnery of iBenedic- 
tines, was the most celebrated beauty of the town. 

Duke. I know I ought to hate this woman, be- 
cause she has afironted me thus grossly; but yet, I 
cannot help it, I must love her. 

Val. But, sir, you come on too -much disadvan- 
tage, to be your son's rival. 

Duke. I am deaf to all considerations : Prythee 
do not think of giving a madman counsel. Pity 
me, and cure me, if thou canst; but remember, there's 
but one infallible medicine, — that's enjoyment. 

Vol. I had forgot to tell you, sir,, that the go- 
vernor, Doji MariO; is withovit, to wait on you, 
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Duke. Desire him to come in. 

Enter Don Mario. 

Mar. I am come, sir, to beg a favour from your 
highness ; and 'tis on the behalf of my sister So- 
phronia, abbess of the Torr' di Specchi. 

Val Sir, she's abbess of that very monastery 
where your mistress is inclosed. [Aside to the Duke. 

Duke. I should be glad to serve any relation of 
yours, Don Mario. 

Mar. Her request is^ that you would be pleased 
to grace her chape' tms afternoon. There will be 
music, and some little ceremony, in the reception 
of my two nieces, who are to be placed on pension 
there. 

Duke. Your nieces, I hear, are fair, and great 
fortunes. 

Mar. Great vexations, I'm sure they are; being 
daily haunted by a company of wild fellows, who' 
buzz about my house like flies. 

Duke. Your design seems reasonable ; women in 
hot countries are like oranges in cold ; to preserve 
them, they must be perpetually housed. I'll bear 
you coQlpany to the monastery. — Come, Valerio; 
this opportunity is happy beyond our expectation, 

[JE^emt 

SCENE IL 

Enter Camillo and AvR^LiA^. 

Cam. He has smarted sufficiently for this offence. 
Pr'ythee, des^r Aurelian, forgive him. He waits 
vithdut, and appears penitent i I'll be responsiWe 
for his future carriage. 

Aur. For your »ke, thw,.! recave \im WtQ 
grace. 
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Cam. {At the door.] Benito, you may appear; 
your peace is made. 

Enter Benito. 

Aur. But it must be upon conditions. 

Ben. Any conditions, that are reasonable ; for, as 
I am a wit, sir, I have not eaten 

Aur. You are in the path of perdition already ; 
that's the principal of our conditions, yoi^ are to be 
a wit no more. 

Ben. Pray, sir, if it be possible,, let me be a little 
wit Still. 

Aur. No, sir ; you can make a leg, and dance ; 
those are no talents of a wit : you arc cut out for a 
brisk' fool, and can be no other. 

Ben. Pray, sir, let me think I am a wit, or my 
heart will break. 

Cam. That you will naturally do, as you are ^ 
fopl. 

Aur. Then no farther meddling with adventures, 
or contrivances of your own ; they are all belong- 
ing to the territories of wit, from whence you are 
banished. 

Ben. But what if my imagination should really 
furnish me with some 

Aur. Not a plot, I hope? 

Ben. No, sir, no plot; but some expedient then^ 
to mollify the word, when your invention has 
failed you ? 

Aur. Think it a temptation of the devil, ftnd be- 
lieve it not. 

Ben. Then farewcU all the happiness of my life. 

Cam. You know your doom^ Benito; «tnd now 
you m^y take your choice, whether you will re- 
nounce wit, or eating. 

Ben. Well, sir, I must continue my body, at what 
Rtp soever; and the rather^ because now there's no 
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; 

/ 

farther need of me in your adventures ; for I was 
assured by Beatrix, this morning, that her two mis^ 
tresses are to be put in pension, in the nunnery of 
Benedictines, this afternoon. 

Cam. Then I am miserable. 

AiiT. And you have deferred the telling it> till it 
is past time to study for prevention. 

Cam. Let us run thither immediately, and either 
perish in't, or free them. You 11 assist me with your 
IB word? 

Aur. Yes, if I cannot do it to more purpose with 
my counsel. Let us first play the fairest of our 
game; 'tis timeenoughto snatcn when wehavelostit. 

SCENE III.— A Chapel 

The Duke, Vajlerio, Attendants. At the other door, 
Laura, ViOLETTA, Beatrix, Mario. Imtru* 
mental and vocal musk; in the time qf'rvhichy enter 
AuRELiAN and Camillo. After the nrnsicj enter 
SoPHRONiA, LucRETiA, HippoLiTA, and other 
Nuns, 

Duke. [To Valerio, who had whispered to him.] I 
needed not those marks to know her. She's one 
continued excellence ; she's all over miracle. 

Soph. [To the Duke.] We know, sir, we are not ca- 
pable, by our entertainment, of adding any thing to 
your pleasures; and therefore we must attribute this 
favour of your presence, to your piety and devotion. 

Duke. You have treated me with harmony so 
excellent, that I believed myself among a choir of 
angels; especially when I beheld so fair a troop be? 
hind you. 

Soph. Their beauty, sir, is wholly dedicated to 
heaven, and is no way ambitious of a commenda^ 
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tion, which, from your mouth, might raise a pride 
in any other of the sex. 

Cam* I am impatient, and can bear no longer* 
Let what will happen 

Aur. Do you not see your ruin inevitable ? Draw 
in a holy place ! and in the presence of the Duke ! 

Mar. I do not like CamiUo's being here : I must 
cut short the ceremony. SJVhispers Sophronia. 

Sc(ph. [7b Lau^a and Violetta.] Come, fair 
cousins, we hope to make the cloisteral life so 
pleasing, that it may be an inducement to you to 
quit the wicked world for ever. 

Vio. [Passing by Camillo.] Take that, and read 
it at your leisure. [Conv^s a note into his hand. 

Cam. A ticket, as I live, Aurelian. 

Aur. Steal off, and be thankful : if that be my 
Beatrix with Laura, she's most confoundedly ugly. 
If ever we had come to love-work, and a candle had 
been brought uSj I had fallen back from that faX^e, 
like a buck-rabbit in coupling. 

[Exeunt Camillo and Aurelian. 

Soph. Daughters, the time of our devotion calls 
us. — ^AU happiness to your highness. 

Luc. [7b Hwpolita.] Little thinks my venerable 
old love there, that his mistress in masquerade is so 
near him. Now do I even Ipng to abuse that fop- 
gravity again. 

Hip. Methinks, he looks on us. 

Luc. Farewell, poor love; I am she, I am, for all 
my demure looks, that treated thee so inhumanly 
last night. [She is going off^ after Sophronia^ 

Duke, [f Mowing her.} Stay, lady; I would speak 
with you. 

Luc. Ah ! [Shrieking^. 

Soph. How now, daughter? What's the meaning 
of that indecient noise you ma;ke ? 

Luc. [Aside.] If I speak to him, he will discover 
fP^ voice, ^nd then I ?im mined. 
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Dtdee. If your name foe Lacretia, I have some 
business of concernment with you. 

Luc. [To Soph RON I A.] Dear madam> for heaven's 
sake make haste into the cloister; the duke purs«ie$ 
me on some ill design. 

Soph, [To the Duke.] 'Tis not permitted, sir, for 
maids, once entered into religion, to hold discourses 
here of worldly things. 

Duke. But my discourses are not worldly, madam; 
I had a vision in the dead of night» 
Which shewed me this fair virgin in my sleep. 
And told me, that from her I should be tau^t 
Where to bestow large alms, and great endowments^ 
On some near monastery. 

Soph. Stay, Lucretia; 
The holy vision's will must be obeyed. 

[Ea^eunt Sopubonia and Num. 

Zuc. [Aside.] He does not know me, sure ; and 
yet I fear religion is the least of his business with 
me. 

Duke. I see, madam, beauty will be beauty in 
any habit; 
Though, I confess, the splendour of a eourt 
Were a much fitter scene for yours, thaii is 
A cloistered privacy. 

Luc. [counUrfeiting her voice*] The world has. no 
temptations for a mind 
So fixed and raised above it ; . . 

This humbie cell contaiiis and bounds my wishes : 
My charity gives you my prayers, ami that's 
All my converse with human kind. 

Duke. Since when, madam, have this^ world and 
you been upon these equal terms of hostiUty ? Tune 
was, you have been better friends. 

Idic. No doubt I have, been vain, and sinful; but 
the remembrance of those days cannot be pleasant 
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to me fiow/ktkd therefore, if you please/do not r&- 
fre$h tteirmemory. 

Duke. Their memory! you speak as if they were 

Luc. You think me still what I was oncw-^*^ vain, 
fond, giddy creature: I see, sir> whither yotir dfs- 
courses tend, aiid therefore take my leave. 

Duke. Yes, madam, 1 know you seie whither my 
discourses tend, and therefore 'twtli not be conve- 
nient that you should take your leaved Disguise 
yourself no farther ; you are' known^ as well is you 
knew me in masquerade. 'v 

Luc. I am not used enough to. the wtorld: to in- 
terpret riddles ; therefore, once more, heaven keep 
you. 

Duke. This will not do ; your voice, your mien, 
your stature, betray you for the same I saw last 
night : you know the time and place. 

Zuc. You Were not . in this chapel, and I am 
bound by vow to stir no farther. * 

Duke. But you had too much wit to keep that 
vow. 

Luc. If you persist, sir, in this raving madness, 
I <jan.bring Witness of my innocence. [h^going. 

Duke. To save that labour, see if you know that 
hand, and let that justify you. [Shm$ ker tetter. 

Ltfc. what do I see! my ruin is inevitable. 

Duke. You ktiow you merit -it: 
You used me ill, arid now are in my power. 

Luc. But you, I hbpej ate much too noble to 
Destroy the feme of a poor silly woman ? 

Dafce. Th^tt, in few words, — for I Am bred a sddier. 
And must speak plain,-^it is your love I ask ; 
If you deny, this letter is produced ; 
You know the consequence. 

Luc. I hope I do not ; 
Por though there are appearances against me, 
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Enough to give you hope I durst not shun you. 

Yet, could you see my heart, 'tis a white virgin-tablet, 

On which no characters of earthly love 

Were ever writ ; And, 'twixt the prince and me. 

If there were any criminal aifection. 

May heaven this minute 

Duke. Swear not ; I bdieve you : 
For, could I think my son had e'er enjoyed you, 
I should not be his rival. Since he has not^ 
I may have so much kindness for myself. 
To wish that happiness. 

Luc. You ask me what I must not grant. 
Nor, if I loved you, would : you know my vow of 
chastity. 

Duke. Yet again that senseless argument ? 
The vows of chastity can ne'er be broken. 
Where vows of secrecy are kept. Those I'll swear 

with you. 
But 'tis enough at present, you know my resolution. 
I would persuade, not force, you to my love ; 
And to that end I give }ou this night's respite. 
Consider all, that you may fear or hope ; 
And think that on your grant, or your denial, 
Depends a double welfare, yours and mine. [Esit. 

Luc. A double ruin, ratiier, if I grant; 
For what can I expect from such a father. 
When such a son betrays me ! Could I think, 
Of all mankind, that Frederick would be base ? 
And, with the vanity of vulgar souls. 
Betray a virgin's fame ? One, who esteemed him, 

And I much fear did more than barely so 

But I dare not. examine myself farther, for fear of 
confessing to my own thoughts, a tenderness of 
which he is unworthy. 
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Enter Hippolita. 

Hip. I watched till your old gallant was gone, 
to bring you news of your young one. A mis- 
chief on these old dry lovers ! they arc good for 
nothing but tedious talking; M'ell, yonder s the 
prince at the grate ; I hope I need say no more to 
you. 

Luc. I'll come when I've recovered myself a 
little. I am a wretched creature, Hippolita t the 
letter I writ to the prince^ 

Hip. I know it, — is fallen into his father & hands 
by accident. He's as wretched as you too. Well, 
well, it shall be my part to bring you together ; 
and then, if two young people, that have opporfuni* 

ty, can be wretched and melancholy — ^I'll go 

before, and meet Ascanio. [Ej^it. 

Luc. I am half unwilling to go, because I must 
be accessary to heir assignation with Ascanio ; but, 
for once, I'll meet the prince in the garden-walk : 
I am glad, however, that he is less criminal than I 
thought him. [Exeunt 

SCENE IV.— The Nunnety-Garden. 
Hippolita, Ascanio, meeting Laura and Vio- 

LETTA. 

Hip. I hear some walking this way. — ^Who goes 
there ? 

Lau. We are the two new pensioners, Laura and 
Violetta. 

Hip, Go in, to your devotion: These undue 
hours of walking savour too much of worldly 
thoughts. 

Lau, Let us retire to the arbour, where, by thiiT 
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time, I believe, our friends are. — Good-night, sis- 
ter. 

Hip. Good angels guard you. [Ejpeunt Lau. and 
Vio.] Now, brother, the coast is clear, and we have 
the garden to ourselves. Do you remember how 
you threatened roe ? But that's all one, how good 
soever the opportunity may be, so long as we two 
resolve to be virtuous. 

Asca. Speak for yourself, sister, for I am wick- 
edly inclined* Yet, I confess, I have some re- 
morse, when I consider you are in religion* i 

Hip. We should do very well to consider that, 
both of us; for, indeed, what should young people 
do, but think of goodness and religion ; especially 
when they love one another, and are alone too, bro- 
ther? 

Asca. A curse ont! here comes my lord, and 
Lucretia. We inight have accomplished all, and 
been repenting by this time; yet who the devil 
would have thought they should have come so 
soon — Ah ! . [Sets hU teeth. 

. Hip. Who the devil would have put it to the 
venture? This is always the fault of you raw pages: 
You, that are too young, never use an opportunity; 
and we, that are elder, can seldom get one.^^Ah.! 

[Sets her teeth. 

Enter 'Frederick, and Lvcketia. 

Luc^ I believe, indeed, it troubled you to lose 
that letter. 

Fred. So iriuch, ittadam, that I can never forgive 
myself that neghgence. 

Luc. Call it not so, 'twas butacasuality, thougb, 
I confess, the consequence is dangerous; and there- 
fore have not both of us reason to defy love, when 
we see a little gallftntfy is able to produce so much 
mischief? 
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Fred. \^Aside.'\ Now cannot I, for my heart, 
bring out one word against this love. 

Luc. Come, you are mute upon a subject, that is 
both easy and pleasant. A man in love is so ridi- 
culous a creature — 

Fred, Especially to those that are not. 

Luc. True; for to those that are, he cannot be 
so : They are like the citizens of Bethlehem, who 
never find out one another's madness, because they 
arc all tainted. But for such ancient fops, as, with 
reverence, your father is, what reason can they have 
to be in love ? 

Fred. Nay, your old fop's unpardonable, that's 
certain. But 

Luc. But what? Come, laugh at him. 

Fred. But I consider he is my father, I can't 
laugh at him. 

Luc. But, if it were another, we should see how 
you would insult over him. 

' Fred. Ay, if it were another ^And yet I don't 

know neither, 'tis no part of good nature to insult : 
A man may be overtaken with a passion, or so ; I 
know it by myself. 

Luc. How, by yourself! You aie not in love, I 
hope? — Oh that he would confess first now! 



Fred. But, if I were, I should be loth to be 
laughed at. 

Luc. Since you arc not in love, you may the^ 
better counsel me: What shall we do with this 
same troublesome father of yours? 

Fred. Any thing, but love him. 

Luc. But you know he has me at a bay; my let- 
ter is in his possession, and he may produce it to 
my ruin : Therefore, if I did allow him some little 
favour, to mollify him 

VOL. jv. 2 p 
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Fred. How, madam ? Would you allow him fa- 
vours ? I can never consent to it : Not the least 
look or smile ; they are all too precious, though they 
were to save his life. 

Luc. What, not your father ? Oh that he would 
confess he loved me first! {^Aside. 

Fred. What have 1 done? I shall betray myself, 
and confess my love to be laughed at, by this hard- 
hearted woman. [Aside.'] Tis true, madam, I had 
forgot ; he is, indeed, my father, and therefore you 
may use him as kindly as you please. 

Luc. He's insensible : Now he enrages me. [Aside.l 
What if he proposes to marry me? I am not yet 
professed, and 'twould be much to my advantage. 

Fred. Marry you ! I had rather die a thousand 
deaths, than sufl'er it. 

Luc. This begins to please me. [Aside, 

But why should you be so much my enemy? 

Fred. Your enemy, madam ! Why, do you desire 
it? 

Luc. Perhaps I do. 

Fred. Do it, madam, since it pleases you so well. 

LuC. But you had rather die, than suHer it. 

Fred. No, I have changed my mind : TU hve, and 
not be concerned at it. 

Luc. Do you contradict yourself so soon? Tlien 
know, sir, I did intend to do it ; and I am glad 
you have given me advice so agreeable to my in- 
clinations. 

Fred. Heaven ! that you should not find it out ! 
I delivered yout letter on purpose to my father, and 
'twas my business, now, to come and mediate for 
him. 

Luc. Pray, then, carry him the news of his good 
success. Adieu, sweet prince ! 

Fred. Adieu, dear madam. 

Asca. Hey day! what will this come to? They 
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have cozened one another into a quarrel ; just like 
friends in fencing, a chance thrust comes, and then 
they fall to it in earnest. 

Hip. You and I, brother, shall never meet upon 
even terms, if this be not pieced. — Face about, ma- 
dam ; turn quickly to your man, or, by all that's vir- 
tuous, 111 call the abbess. 

Asca. I must not be so bold with you, sir; but, 
if you please, you may turn towards the lady : and, 
I suppose, you would be glad I durst speak to you 
with more authority, to save the credit of your 
willingness. 

Fred, Well, Til shew her I dare stay, if it be but 
to confront her malice. 

Luc. I am sure I have done nothing to be asha- 
iped of, that I should need to run away. 

Asca, Pray give me leave, sir, to ask you but 
one question ; Why were you so unwilling that she 
should be married to your father ? 

Fred. Because then her friendship must wholly 
cease. 

Asca. But you may have her friendship, when 
she is married to him. 

Fred. What f when another has enjoyed her } 

Asca. Fktoriaj Victoria ! be loves you, madam j 
let him deny it, if he can. 

Luc, Fye, fye, loves me, Ascanio ! I hope he 
would not forswear himself, when he has railed so 
much against it. 

Fred. I hope I may love your mind, madam ; I 
may love spintually. 

Hip. That's enough, that's enough : Let him love 
the mind without the body, if he can. 

Asca. Ay, ay, when the love is once come so far, 
that spiritual mind will never leave pulling, and 
pulling, till it has drawn the beastly body after it. 

Fred. Well, madam, since I must confess it,-?- 
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though I expect to be laughed at, after my railing 
against love, — I do love you all over, both soul and 
body. 

Asca. Lord, sir, what a tigress have you provo- 
ked ! you may see she tj^kes it to the death, that 
you have made this declaration. 

Hip. I thought where all her anger was : Why 
do you not rail, rnadam ? Why do you not ba- 
nish him ? the prince expects it; he has dealt ho- 
nestly, he has told you his mind, and you may 
make your worst on't. 

Lite. Because he does expect it, I am resolved, 
I'll neither satisfy him nor you : I will neither 
rail nor laugh : Let him make his worst of that, 
now. 

Fred. If I understand you right, madam, I am 
xiappy beyond either my deserts or expectation. 

Luc. You may give my words what interpretat- 
tion you please, sir; I shall not envy you thehr 
meaning in the kindest sense. But we are near the 
jessamine walk, there we may talk with greater 
freedom, because 'tis farther from the house. 

Fred. I wait you, madam. [^Eweunt 

SCENE V. 

AuEELiAN, with a dark lanthorn. Camillo and 
Benito. 

Cam. So, we are safe got over into the nunnery- 
garden; for what's to come, trust love and for- 
tune. 

Aur. This must needs be the walk she mention- 
ed ; yet, to be sure, I'll hold the lanthorn while you 
read the ticket. 

Cam. [Reads.] / prepared this ticket, hoping to 
see you in the chapel: Come this evening over the gar 
denwally on the right hand, ntxt the Tiber. 

Aur, We are right, I see. 
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Cam. Bring only your discreet Benito with you^ 
and I will meet you attended by my faithful Beatrix. '. 

ViOLETTA. 

Ben. Discreet Benito ! Did you hear, sir ? 

Aur, Mortify thyself for that vain thought; 
and, without enquiring into the mystery of these 
words, which I assure thee were not meant to 
thee, plant thyself by that ladder without motion, 
to secure our retreat; and be sure to make no 
noise. 

Ben. But, sir, in case that 

Aur. Honest Benito, no more questions : Basta is 
the word. Remember, thou art only taken with us. 
l)ecause thou hast a certain evil daemon, who con- 
ducts thy actions, and would have been sure, by 
some damned accident or other, to Irnve brought 
thee hither to disturb us. 

Cam. I hear whispering not far from us, and I 
think 'tis Violetta's voice. 

Aur. [7b Ben.] Retire to your post; avoid, 
good Satan. \_Exit Ben. 

Enter Lauba, with a dark lanthorn kid, and 

ViOLETTA. 

Cam. Ours i% the honour of the field, madam;, 
we are here before you. 

Vio. Softly, dear friend; I think I hear some walk- 
ing in the garden. 

Cam. Rather, let us take this opportunity for ^ 
your escape from hence ; all things are here in rea- 
diness. 

Vio. This is the second time we ever have met ; 
let us discourse, and know each other better first ; 
that's the way to make sure of some love before- 
hand ; for, as the world goes, we know not how 
little we may have when we aj:e married. 
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Cam. Losses of opportunity are fetal in war, you 
know, and love's a kind of warfere. 

Vio. I shall keep you yet a while from close 
fighting. 

Cam. But, do you know what an hour in love 
is worth? Tis more precious than an age of ordi- 
nary life; 'tis the very quintessence and extract of^ 
it. 

Via. I do not like your chemical preparation of 
love; yours is all spirit, and will fly too soon; I 
must see it fixed, before I trust you. But we are 
near the arbour : Now our out-guards are set, let US' 
retire a little, if you please ; there wc may Walk 
more freely. [Exit. 

Aur. [To Lau.} My lady's womafn, mctbinks you 
are very reserved to-night: Pray, advance into the 
lists; though I have seen your countenance by day, 
I can endure to hear you talk by night. Be cun- 
ning, and set your wit to show, which is your best 
commodity : It will help the better to put off that 
drug, your face. 

Liau. The coarsest ware will serve such customcrr 
as you are : Let it suffice, Mr Sei-ving-man, that I 
have seen you too. Your face is the original of the 
ugliest vizors about town ; and for wit, I would ad- 
vise you to speak reverently of it, as a thing you 
are never like to understand. 

Aur. Sure, Beatrix, you came lately from looking 
in your glass, and that has given you a bad opinion 
of all faces ; but since when am I become so notori- 
ous a fool? 

Lau. Since yesterday ; for t'other night you talk- 
ed like a man of sense : I think your wit comes to 
you, as the sight of owls does, only in the dark. 

Aur. Why, when did you discourse^ by day with, 
me? 
Lau. You have a short memory. This afternoon 
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ill the great street. Do you remember when you 
talked with Laura ? 

Aur. But what was that to Beatrix ? 

Lau. {Aside.\ 'Slife, I had forgot that I am Beatrix* 
But pray, when did you find me out to be so ugly ? 

Aur, This afternoon, in the chapel. 

Lau. That cannot be ; for I well remember you 
were not there, Benito : I saw none but Camillo, and 
his friend, the handsome stranger. 

Aur. [Aside.'] Curse on t, I have betrayed myself. 

Lau. I find you are an impostor : you are not the 
same Benito : your language has nothing of the 
serving-man. 

Aur. And yours, methinks^ has not much of the 
waiting-woman. 

Lau. My lady is abused, and betrayed by you : 
But I am resolved. 111 discover who you are. [Holds 
out a lanthorn to him.} How ! the stranger? 

Aur. Nay, madam, if you are good at that, I'll 
match you there too. [Holds out his lanthorn.} Opro- 
digy ! Is Beatrix turned to Laura ? 

Lau. Now the question is, which of us two is the 
greatest cheat ? 

Aur. That's hardly to be tried, at so short warn- 
ing: Let's marry one another, and then, twenty to 
one, in a twelvemonth we shall know. 

Lau. Marry! Are you at that so soon, signior? 
Benito and Beatrix, I confess, had some acquain- 
tance ; but Aurelian and Laura are mere strangers. 

Aur. That ground I have gotten as Benito, I am 
resolved I'll keep as Aurelian. If you will take 
state upon you, I have treated you with ceremony 
already ; for I have wooed you by proxy. 

Lau. But you would not be contented to bed me 
30; or give me leave to put the sword betwixt us. 

Aur. Yes, upon condition you'll remove it 
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Lau. Pray let our friends be judge of it; if you 
please, we'll find them in the arbour. 

Aur, Content ; I am then sure of the verdict^ be- 
cause the jury is bribed already. \Extunt. 

SCENE VI, 

Benito meeting Frederick, Ascanio, Lucretia, 
and Hippolita. 

Ben. Knowing my own merits, as I do, 'tis not 
impossible, but some of these harlotry nuns may 
love me. Oh, here's my master! now if I could 
but put this into civil terim^, so as to ask his leaver 
and not displease him 

A^ca. I near one talking, sir, just by us. 

Bm. I am stolen from my post, sir, but for one 
minute only, to demand permission of you, since it 
is not in our articles, that if any of these nuns 
should cast an eye, or so 

Fred. 'Slife, we are betrayed ; but I'll make this 
rascal sure. {Dropdos and runs at him. 

Ben, Help ! murder, murder ! [Rum cff. 

'Enter Aurcxian and Camillo ; Laura and Vio- 
LETTA after them, 

Aur. That was Benito's voice : We are ruined. 
Cam. O, here they are, we must make our way. 
[Aur. and the Prince make a pass or two cm^ 
Jusedly^ and Jigkt off the stage. The Wo- 
mm shriek. 
Asca. Never fear, ladies. — Come on, sir; I am 
your man. ; 

Cam. [String back.'\ This is the prince's page; I 
know his voice. — Ascanio? 
Asca. Signior Camillo? 
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Cam. If the prince be here, 'tis Aurelian is en- 
gaged with him. Let us run in quickly, and pre- 
vent thie mischief. 

[All go off. A little clashing within. After 
which they all re-^nter. 

Fred. [7b Aur.] I hope you are not wounded. 

Aur. No, sir; but infinitely grieved, that 

Fred. No more ; 'twas a mistake : But which way 
can we escape? the abbess is coming; I see thii 
lights. 

Ltic. You cannot go by the gate, then. Ah me, 
unfortunate ! 

Cam. But over the wall you may: We have a 
ladder ready. — Adieu, ladies. — Curse on this ill 
luck, when we had just persuaded them to go with 
us ! 

Fred. Farewell, sweet Lucretia. 

Lau. Good-night, Aurelian* 

Aur. Ay, it might have proved a good one : Faith, 
shall I stay yet, and make it one, in spite of the ab- 
bess, aiid all her works? . 

Lau. The abbess is just here ; you will be 
Caught in the spiritual trap, if you shoidd tarry. 

Aur. That will be time enough, when we two 
marry. [Ea^eunt severalfy. 



ACTV. SCENE I. 

Etiter SoPHRONiA, Lucretia, Laura, and Vio- 

LETTA, 

Soph. By this, then, it appears you all are guilty; 
Only your ignorance of each others crimes 
Caused first that tumult, and this discovery. 
Good heavens; that I should live to see this day ! 
Methinks these holy walls, the cells, the cloisters, 
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Should all have struck a secret horror on you : 
And when, with unchaste thoughts, 
You trod these lonely walks, you should have looked^ 
The venerable ghost of our first foundress 
Should, with spread arms, have met you in her shroud, 
And frighted you from sin. 

Luc. Alas ! you need not aggravate our crimes; 
We know them to be great beyond excuse, 
And have np hope, but only from your mercy. 

Lau, Love is, indeed, no plea within these walls; 
But, since we brought it hither, and were forced, 
Not led by our own choice, to this strict life 

Vio. Too hard for our soft youth, and bands of 
love, 
Which we before had knit 

Lau. Pity your blood, 
Which runi^ within our veins ; and since heav'n puts ifc 
In your sole power to ruin or to save, 
Protect us from the sordid avarice 
Of our domestic tyrant, who deserves not 
That we should call him uncle, or your brother- 

Soph. If, as I might, with justice I should punish^ 
No. penance could be rigorous enough; 
But I am willing to be more indulgent. 
None of you are professed : And, since I sec 
You are not fit for higher happiness, 
You may have what you think the world can give 
you. 

Luc. Let us adore you, madam ! 

Soph. You, Lucretia, 
I shall advise within. 

Vlo. But for us, madam? 

Soph. For you, dear nieces, I have long consi- 
dered 
The injuries you suffer from my brother. 
And I rejoice it is in me to help you ; 
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I will endeavour, from this very hour, 
To put you both into your lovers' hands, 
Who, by your own confession, have deserved you; 
But so as (though 'tis done by my connivance) 
It jshall not seem to be with my consent, 

Lau. You do an act of noble charity^ 
And may just heaven reward it! 

Enter Hippolita, and whispers Lucretia- 

S(^h. Oh, you're a faithful portress of a cloister ! 
What is't you whisper to Lucretia? 
On your obedience tell me. 

Luc. Since you .must know, madam, 
I have received a courtship from the prince 
Of Mantua. The rest Hippolita may speaks- 

Hip. His page, Ascanio, is at the grate, 
"to know, from him, how you had scaped this dan- 
ger; 
And brings with him those habits 

Soph. I find that here has been a long icommerce. 
What habits ? 

Luc. I blush to tell you, madam; they were 
masking habits, in which we went abroad. 

S^ph. O strange impiety ! Well, I conclude 
You are no longer for reUgious clothing; 
You would infect our order. 

Luc. [Kneeling.^ Madam, you promised us for- 
giveness. 

S(^h. I have done; for 'tis indeed too late to 
chide. 

Hip. With Ascanio there are two gentlemen; 
Aurelian and Camillo, I think they call themselves, 
who came to me, recommended from the prince, and 
desired to speak with Laura and Violetta. 

Soph. I tnink they are your lovers, nieces. 

Vio. Madam, they are. 

Hip. But, for fear of discovery from your uncle^ 
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Mario, whose house, you know, joins to the monas- 
tery, are both in masquerade. 

Soph. This opportunity must not be lost. 

[7b Lauha and Violetta. 
You two shall take the masking habits instantly, 
And, in them, scape your jealous uncle s eyes. 
When you are happy, make me so, by hearing your 
success. [^Kisses them. Exeunt Lau. and Vio. 
Lite. A sudden thought is sprung within my 
mind. 
Which, by the same indulgence you have shown, 
May make me happy too. I have not time 
To tell you now, for fear I lose this opportunity. 
When I return from speaking with Ascanio, 
I shall declare the secrets of my love, 
And crave your farther help. 

Soph. In all that virtue will permit, you shall not 
fail to find it. [Exit Lucretia. 

Hip. Madam, the foolish fellow, whom we took, 
grows troublesome ; what shall we do with him? 

Soph. Send for the magistrate ; he must be pu- 
nished.— 
Yet, hold ; that would betray the other secret. 
Let him be strait turned out, on this condition, 
That he presume not ever to disclose 
He was within these walls. I'll speak with him. 
Come, and attend me to him. [Exit Sophronia. 

Hip. You fit to be an abbess ! We, that live out 
of the world, should, at least, have the common 
sense of those that live far from town ; if a pedlar 
comes by them once a year, they will not let him go, 
without providing themselves with what they want. 

[Exit ufter Sophbonia. 
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' SCENE It-^The Street 

Enter Aureliax, Camiljlo, Laura, Violetta; 
all in Masking^habits, 

Cam. This generosity of the abbess is never to 
be forgot; and it is the more to be esteemed, be* 
cause it was the less to be expected. 

Vio^ At length, ray Camillo, I see myself safe 
within your arms ; and yet, methinks, I can never 
be enough secure <rf* you ; for now, I have nothing 
else to fear, I am afraid of you ; I fear your con- 
stancy. They say possession is so dangerous to 
lovers, that more ot them die of surfeits than of 
fasting. 

Lau, You'll be rambling too, Aurelian ; I do not 
doubt it, if I would let you ; but I'll take care to be 
as little a wife, and as much a mistress to you, as is 
possible: I'll be sure to be always pleasant, and 
never suffer you to be cloyed. 

Aur. You are certainly in the right : Pleasant- 
ness of humour makes a wife last in the sweetmeat, 
when it will no longer in the fruit. But, pray, let's 
make haste to the next honest priest that can say 
grace to us, and Jake our appetites while they are 
coming. 

Cam. That way leads to the Austin-Friars ; there 
lives a father of my acquaintance. 

Lau. I have heard of him j he has a mighty strc^ 
at matrimonies, and mumbles them over as fast, 
as if he were teaching us to forget them all the 
while. 

Enter Benito, and overhears the last speech. 

Ben. Cappari; that is the voice of madam Laura. 
Now, Benito, is the time td repair the lost hoijouf 
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pf thy wit, and to blot put jthc last adventure of the 
nunnery. 

Vio. That way I hear company ; let us go about 
by this other street, and shun them. 

Ben. That voice I know too ; *tis the younger sis- 
ter's, Violetta's. Now have these two most treach- 
erously conveyed themselves out of the nunnery, 
for my master and Camillo, and given up their per- 
sons to those lewd rascals in masquerade ; but Til 
prevent them. Help there ! thieves atid ravishers ! 
villainous maskers ! stop, robbers ! stop, ravishers ! 

Cam. We are pursued that way, let's take this; 
{Street. 

Zau. Save yourselves, and leave us. 

Cam. We'll rather die, thjfti leave you. 

f^ntery at several doors, DukeqfMAinTUA and 
Guards, and Don Mario and Servants, with 
Torches. 

Aur. So, now the way is shut up on both sides. 
Well die merrily, however : — have at the fairest. 
[Aurelian and CAUiLLofall upon the Dtdce's 
Guards, and are seized behind by MaJuqV 
, Servants* At the drmping rf SagordSyBmnror 
runs of. 
Duke. Are these insolencies usually committed 
in Rome by night? It has the feme of a well-go- 
verned city; and methinks, Don Mario, it does 
somewhat reflect on you to suffer these disorders. 

Mar. They are not to be hindered in the Ganu- 
val : You see, sir, they have assumed the privilege 
of maskers. 

Zau. [To AuR.] If my uncle know us, we are 
ruined ; therefore be sure you do not speak. 

Duke. How then can we be satisfied this was no^ 
a device of masking, rath^ than a design of r^visiir 
|ng? 
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Mar. Their accuser is fled, I saw him run at the 
beginning of tlie scuffle ; but 111 examine the la- 
dies. 

Vio. Now we are lost. 

[Duke coming near Laura, takes notice of her 
habit. 

Duke. [Aside.] Tis the same, 'tis the same ; I 
know Lucretia by her habit : I'm sure I am not 
mistaken. — Now, sir, you may cease your exami? 
nation, I know the ladies. 

Aur. [To Cam.] How the devil does he know 
them ? 

Cam. Tis alike to us ; they are lost both ways. 

Duke. [Taking Laura aside.] Madam, you may 
confess yourself to me. Whatever your design was 
in leaving the nunnery, your reputation shall be 
safe. rU not discover you, provided you grant me 
the happiness I last requested. 

Lau. I know not, sir, how you could, possibly 
come to know me, or of my design in quitting the 
nunnery ; but this I know, that my sister and my- 
self are both unfortunate, except your highness be 
pleased to protect us from our uncle ; at least, not 
to discover us. 

Duke. His holiness, your uncle, shall never be ac- 
quainted with your flight, on condition you will 
wholly renounce my son, and give yourself to me. 

Lau. Alas, sir, for whom do you mistake me? 

Duke. I mistake you not, madam : I know you 
for Lucretie^. You forget that your disguise betrays 
you. 

Zau. Then, sir, I perceive I must disabuse you : 
If you please to withdraw a little, that I may not 
be seen oy others, I will pull off my mask, and dis- 
cover to you, that Lucretia and I have no resemb- 
lance, but only in our misfortunes. 

Duke. 'Tis in vain, madam, this dissembling : I 
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protest, if you pull off your mask, I will hide my 
face, and not look upon you, to convince you that 
I know you. 

Enter Benito. 

Ben. So, now the fray is over, a man may appear 
again with safety.— Oh, the rogues are caught^ I 
see, and the damsels delivered. This was the effect 
of my valour at the second hand. 

Aur. Look, look, Camillo! it was my perpetual 
fool that caused all this ; and now he stands yon- 
der, laughing at his mischief, as the devil is pictured, 
grinning behind the witch upon the gallows. 

Ben. \To Mario.] I see, sir, you have got your 
women, and I am glad on't : I took them just fly-* 
ing from the nunnery. 

Duke. \To Lau.] You see that fellow knaws you 
too. 

Mar. Were these women flying from a nunnery? 

Ben. These women? heyday! then, it seems^ 
you do not know they are your nieces. 

J)uke. His nieces, say your Take heed, fellow, 
you shall be punished severely, if you mistake. 

Cam. Speak to Benito in time, Aurelian. 

Aur. The devil's in him ; he's running down-hill 
full speed, and there's no stopping him. 

Mar. My nieces ? 

Ben. Your nieces? Why, do you doubt it? I 
praise heaven I never mt;t but with two half-wits in 
my life, and my masters one of them; I will not 
name the other at this time. 

Duke. I say, they are not they. 

Ben. I am sure they are Laura andVioletta; and 
that those two rogues were running away with 
them, and that, I believe, with their consent. 

Vio. Sister, 'tis in vain to deny ourselves; you see 
pur ill fortune pursues us unavoidably, [fuming 
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tip her mask.'] Yes, sir, we are Laura and Violetta, 
whom you have made unhappy by vour tyranny. 

Lau. {Turning up kermask.] And these two gen- 
tlemen are no ravishcrs, but • 

Ben. How, no ravishers ? Yes, to my knowledge 
they are — [As he speaks, Aurelian pulls off his 
mask?^ No ravishers, as madam Laura was saying; 
but two as honest gentlemen »as e'er broke bread. 
My own dear master, and so forth ! {Runs to Aur. 
who thrusts him back. 

Enter Valerio, and whispers the Duke, giving him 
a paper; which he reads, and seems pleased. 

Mar. Aurelian and Camillo ! I'll see you in safe 
custody ; and, for these fugitives, go, carry them 
to my sister, and desire her to have a better care of 
her kinswomen. 

Vio.^ We shall live yet to make you refund our 
portions. Farewell, Camillo ; comfort yourself; re- 
member there's but a wall betwixt us. 

Lau. And I'll cut through that wall with vine- 
gar, but tU come to you, Aurelian. 

Aur. I'll cut through the grates with aquafortis, 
but I'll meet you. Think of these things, and de- 
spair, and die, old gentleman. 

[Aurelian and Camillo are carried off on 
one side, and Laura and Violetta on the 
other. 

Ben. All things go cross to men of sense : Would 
I had been bom with the brains of a shop-keeper, 
that I might have thriven without knowing why I 
did so. Now, must I follow my master to the pri- 
son, and, like an ignorant customer that comes to 
buy, must offer him my backside, tell him I trust to 
his honesty, and desire him to please himself, and 
so be satisfied. \Exit. 

VOL. IV. 2 E 
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Duke. \To Val.] I am overjoyed ; I'll see h^r im- 
mediately : Now my business with Don Mario is at 
an end, I need not desire his company to intro- 
duce me to the abbess ; this assignation from Lucre- 
tia shows me a nearer way. — Noble Don M^rio, it 
was my business, when this accident happened in 
the istreet, to have made you a visit; but, now I am 
prevented by an occasion which calls me another 
way. 

Mar. I receive the intention of that honour as 
the greatest happiness that could befal me : In the 
meantime, if my attendance- 

Duke. By no means, sir, I must of necessity go 
in private ; and therefore, if you please, you shall 
omit the ceremony. 

Mar. A happy even to your highness. — Now 
will I go to my sister, the abbess, before I sleep, 
and desire her to take more care of her flock, or, 
for all our relation, I shall make complaint, and en- 
deavour to ease her of her charge. [Eo'it. 

Duke. So, now we are alone, what saidLucretia? 

Val. When first I pressed her to this assignation, 
She spoke like one in doubt what she should do ; 
She demurred much upon the decency of it. 
And somewhat too she seemed to urge, of her 
Engagement to the prince : In short, sir, 
I perceived her wavering, and closed with the op- 
portunity. 

Duke. O, when women are once irresolute, betwixt 
the former love and the new pne, they are sure to 
come over to the latter. The wind, their nearest 
likeness, seldom chops about to return into the old 
corner. 

Val. In conclusion, she consented to the inter- 
view ; and for the rest, I urged it not, for I suppose 
she will hear reason sooner from your mouth than 
mine. 
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Duke. Her letter is of the same tenor with her 
discourse, full of doubts and doubles ; like a hunted 
hare when she is near tired. The garden, you say, 
is the place appointed ? 

Val It is, sir ; and the next half hour the time. 
But, sir, I fear the prince your son will never bear 
the loss of her with patience. 

Duke. Tis no matter ; let the young gallant storm 
to-night, to-morrow he departs from Rome. 

VaL That, sir, will be severe. 

Duke. He has already received my commands to 
travel into Germany. I know it stung him to the 
quick, but he's too dangerous a rival : the soldiers 
love him too ; when he's absent they will respect 
me more. But I defer my happiness too long; dis- 
miss my guards there. [Exeunt Guards. 

The pleasures of old age brook no delay ; 

Seldom they come, and soon they fly away. 

\lEixeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Frederick and Ascanio. 

Fred. Tis true, he is my father ; but when nature 
Is dead in him, why should it live in me ? 
What have I done that I am banished Jlome, 
The world's delight, and my soul's joy, Lucretia, 
And sent to reel with midnight beasts in Almain ! 
I cannot, will not, bear it. 

Asca. I'm sure you need not, sir; the army is all 
yours ; they wish a youthful monarch, and will re- 
sent your injuries, 

Fred. Heaven forbid it ! and yet I cannot lose 
Lucretia. 
There's something I would do; and yet would shun 
Hie ill, that must attend it. 
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Asca. You must resolve, for the time presses. She 
told me, this ,hour, she had sent for your father : 
what she means I know not, for she seemed doubt- 
ful, and would not tell me her intention. 

Fred. If she be false— — ^yet, why should I sus- 
pect her? Yet why should I not? She's a woman ; 
that includes ambition and inconstancy ; then, she's 
tempted high: 'twere unreasonable to expect she 
should be faithful : Well, something I have resolved, 
and will about it instantlv ; and if my friends prove 
faithful, I shall prevent the worst. 

Enter Aurelian and Camillo, guarded. 

Aurelian and Camillo? How came you thus at- 
tended ? 

Cam. You may guess at the occasion, sir; pur- 
suing the adventure which brought us to meet you 
in the garden, we were taken by Don Mario. 

Aur. And, as the devil would have it, when both 
we and our mistresses were in expectation of a more 
pleasing lodging. 

Fred. Faith, that's very hard, when a man has 
charged and primed, and taken aim, to be hindered 
of his shoot. — Soldiers, release these gentlemen, 111 
answer it. ^ 

Cap. Sir, we dare not disobey our orders. 

Fred. I'll stand betwixt you and danger. In the 
mean time take this, as an acknowledgment of the 
kindness you do me. 

Cap. Ay, marry, there's rhetoric in gold : who 
can deny these arguments? Sir, you may dispose of 
our prisoners as you please ; well use your name, if 
we are called in question.; 

Fred. Do so. Goodnight, good soldiers. [^Eseunt 
soldiers.^ Now, gentlemen, no* thanks; you'll find 
occasion instantly to reimburse me of my kindness. 
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Cam. Nothing but want of liberty could have 
hindered us from serving you. 

Fred, Meet me within this half hour, at Our mo- 
nastery ; and if, in the mean time, you can pick up 
a dozen of good fellows, who dare venture their 
lives bravely, bring them with you. 

Aur. I hope the cause is bad too, otherwise we 
shall not deserve your thanks. May it be for de- 
molishing that cursed monastery ! 

Fred, Come, Ascanio, follow me. 

[Exeunt severally/, 

SCENE IV.— The Nunnery Garden. 

Enter Duke and Lucretia. 

Luc. In making this appointment, 
I go too far, for one of my profession ; 
But I, have a divining soul within me. 
Which tells me, trust reposed in noble natures 
Obliges them the more. ^ 

Duke. I come to be commanded, not to govern r 
Those few soft words, you sent me, have quite altered 
My rugged nature ; if it still be violent, 
*Tis only fierce and eager to obey you ; 
Like some impetuous flood, which, mastered once, 
With double force bends backward. 
The place of treaty chows you strongest her6 ; 
For still the vanquished sues for peace abroad. 
While the proud victor makes his terms at home. 

Zwc. That peace, I see, will not be hard to make, 
When either side shows confidence of noble dealing 
From the other. 

Duke. And this, sure, is our case, since both are 
met alone. 

Luc. Tis mine, sir^^ more than yours. 
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To meet you single, shows I trast your virtue ; 
But you appear distrustful of my love. 

Duke, You wrong me much; I am not. 

Luc. Excuse me, sir, you keep a curb upon me ; 
You awe me with a letter, which you hold 
As hostage of my love ; and hostages 
Are ne'er required but from suspected faith. 

Duke. We are not yet in terms of perfect peace; 
Whene'er you please to seal the articles, 
Your pledge shall be restored. 

Luc. That were the way to keep us still at dis- 
tance ; 
For what we fear, we cannot truly love. 

Duke. But how can I be then secure, that, when 
Your fear is o'er, your love will still continue ? 

Luc. Make trial of my gratitude ; you'll find 
1 can acknowledge kindness. 

Duke. But that were to forego the faster hold, 
To take a loose, and weaker. 
Would you not judge him mad,' who held a lion 
In chains of steel, and changed them for a twine? 

Lu4:. But love is soft, 
Not of the lion s nature, but the dove's ; 
An iron chain would hang too heavy on a tender neck. 

Duke. Since on one side there must be confidence, 
Why may not I expect, as well as you, ♦ 

To have it plac'd in me? Repose your trust 
Upon my royal word. 

Luc. As 'tis the privilege of womankind, 
That men should court our love, 
And make the first advances; so it follows, 
That you should first oblige ; for 'tis our weakness 
Gives us more cause of fear, and therefore you, 
Who are the stronger sex, should first secure it. 

Duke. But, madam, as you talk of fear from me, 
I may as well suspect design from you. 
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Luc. Design \ of giving you my love more freely; 
Of making yon a title to my heart, 
Where you by force would reign. 

Ihikt. O that I could believe you ! But your words 
Are not enough disordered for true love ; 
They are not plain, and hearty, as are mine; 
But full of art, and close insinuation : 
You promise all, but give me not one proof 
Of love before; not the least eaniest of it. 

Luc. And what is then this midnight conver- 
sation ? 
These silent hours divided from my sleep ? 
Nay, more, stolen from my prayers with sacrilege, 
And here transferred to you? This guilty hand, 
Which should be used in dropping holy beads, 
But now bequeathed to yours? This heaving heart, 
Which only should be throbbing for my sins, 
But which now beats uneven time for you? 
These are my arts ! and these are my designs ! 

Z)wAe. I love you more, Lucretia, than my soul ; 
Nay, than yours too ; for I would venture both. 
That 1 might now enjoy you ; and if what 
You ask me, did not make me fear to lose you, 
Though it were even my life, you should not be 
denied it. 

Lvjc. Then I will ask no more. 
Keep still my letter, to upbraid me with it: 
To say, when I am sullied with your lust, 
And fit to be forsaken, — Go, Lucretia, 
To your first love ; for this, for this, I leave you. 

t)uke. Oh, madam, never think that day can come ! 

Ltic. It must, it will; I read it in your looks; 
You will betray me, when I'm once engaged. 

Z)wAe.If notmy faith, your beauty will secure you. 

Luc. My beauty is a flower upon the stalk, 
Goodly to see ; but, gathered for the scent. 
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And once with eagerness pressed to your nostrib, 
The sweets drawn out, 'tis thrown with scorn away. 
But I am glad I find you out so soon ; 
I simply loved, and meant (with shame I own it) 
To trust my virgin honour in your hands. 
. I asked not wealth for hire ; and, but by chance, 
(I wonder that I thought on't) begged one trial, 
And, but for form, to have pretence to yield. 
And that you have denied me. Farewell ! I could 
Have loved you, and yet, perhaps, I 

Duke. O speak, speak out, and do not drown that 
word; 
It seemed as if it would have been a kind one; 
And yours are much too precious to be lost. 

Luc. Perhaps 1 cannot yet leave loving you. 

There 'twas. But I recalled it in my mind, 

And made it false before I gave it air. 

Once more, farewell — —1 wo'not, — 

Now I can say I wo'not, wo'not love you. [Going. 

Duke. You shall; and this shall be the seal of 
my affection. [Gives the letter. 

There take it, my Lucretia : I give it with more joy, 
Than I with grief received it. 

Luc. Good night ; 111 thank you fort some other 
time. 

Duke. You'll not abuse my love ? 

LujC. No ; but secure, my honour. 

Duke. I'll force it from your hands. 

[Lucretia runs. 

Luc. Help, help, or I am ravished ! help, for hea- 
ven's sake ! 

HippoLiTA, Laura, and Violetta, within^ at seve- 
ral places. 

Within. Help, help Lucretia ! they bear away Lu- 
cretia by force. 
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JDuke. I think there s a devil in eveiy comer. 

Enter Valerio. 

Fa/. Sir, the design was laid on purpose for yoii^ 
and all the women placed to cry. Make haste 
away ; avoid the shame, for heaven's sake. 

Vuke. {going.'] O, I could fire this monastery! 

Ejiter Frederick and Ascanio. 

[Frederick, entering^ speaks as to some behind him.] 

Fred. Pain of your lives, let none of you presume 
to enter but myself. 

Duke. My son ! — ^O, I could burst with spite, and 
die with shame, to be thus apprehended ! this is the 
baseness and cowardice of guilt: an army now 
were not so dreadful to me as that son, o'er whom 
the right of nature gives me power. 

Fred. Sir, I am come 

Duke. To laugh at first, and then to blaze abroad. 
The weakness and the follies of your father. 

VaL Sir, he has men in arms attending him« 

Duke. I know my doom then. You have taken 
a popular occasion; lam now a ravisher of chastity, 
fit to be made prisoner first, and then deposed. 

Fred. You will not hear me, sir. 

Duke. No, I confess I have deserved my fate ; 
For, what had these grey hairs to do with love ? 
Or, if the unseemly folly would possess me, 
*Why should I chuse to make my son my rival? 

Fred. Sir, you may add, you banished me from 
Rome, 
And, from the light of it, Lucretia's eyes. 

Duke. Nay, if thou aggravat'st my crimes, thou 
giv'st 
Me right to justify them : thou doubly art my slave^ 
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Both son and subject. I can do thee no wrong, 
Nor hast thou right to arraign or punish me : 
But thou inquir St into thy father s years ; 
Thy swift ambition could not stay my death, 
But must ride post to empire. Lead me now; 
Thy crimes have made me guiltless to myself, 
And given me face to bear the public scorn. 
You have a guard without? 

Fred. I have some friends. 

Duke. Speak plainly your intent. 
I love not a sophisticated tmth, 
With an allay of he in't. 

Fred. [Kneelmg.]This is not, sir, the posture of a 
rebel. 
But of a suppliant ; if the name of son 
Be too much honour to me. 
What first I purpos'd, I scarce know myself. 
Love, anger, and revenge, then rolled within me, 
And yet, even then, I was not hurried farther 
Than to preserve my own. 

Duke. Your own! What mean you? 

Fred. My love, and my Lucretia, which I though^ 
In my then boiling passion, you pursued 
With some injustice, and much violence; 
This led me to repel that force by force. 
TTwas easy to surprise you, when 1 knew 
Of your intended visit. 

Duke. Thank my folly. 

Fred. But reason now has reassumed its place, 
And makes me see how black a crime it is 
To use a force upon my prince and father. 

Duke. You give me hope you will resign Lucretia. 

Fred. Ah no ; I never can resign her to you : 
But, sir, I can my life ; which, on my knees, 
I tender, as the atoning sacrifice : 
Or if your hand (because you are a father) 
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Be loth to take away that life you gave, 
I will redeem your crime, by making it 
My own : So you shall still be innocent, and I 
Die blessed, and unindebted for my being, 

Duke. O Frederick, you are too much a son, 

[Embracing him. 
And I too little am a father : you, 
And you alone, have merited Lucretia ; 
Tis now my only grief, 
I can do nothing to requite this Virtue : 
For to restore her to you. 
Is not an act of generosity, 
But a scant, niggard justice ; yet I love her 
So much, that even this little, which I do; 
Is like the bounty of an usurer ; 
High to be priz'd from me, 
Because 'tis drawn from such a wretched ihind. 

Fred. You give me now a second, better life ; 

[Kissing his hand. 
But, — that the gift may be more easy to you, — 
Consider, sir, Lucretia did not love you, — 
I fear to say, ne'er would. 

Duke. You do well to help me to o'ercome that 
difficulty : 
I'll weigh that, too, hereaftier. For a love, 
So violent as mine, will ask long time, 
And much of reason, to effect the cure. 
My present care shall be to make you happy ; 
For that will make my wish impossible, 
And then the remedies will be more easy. 

Enter Sophronia, Lucretia, Violetta, Laura, 

HiPPOLITA. 

Soph. I have, with joy, o'erheard this happy change, 
And come with blessings to applaud your conquest 
Over the greatest of mankind, yourself. 
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Duke. I hope 'twill be ^ full and lasting one. 

Luc. Thus, let me kneel, and pay my thanks and 
duty, [Kneding. 

Both to my prince and father. 

Duke. Rise, rise, too charming maid, for yet I cannot 
Call you my daughter : that first name, Lucretia, 
Hangs on my lips, and would be still pronounced. 
Look not too kindly on me ; one sweet glance, 
Perhaps, would ruin both : therefore. 111 go 
And try to get new strength to bear your eyes. 
Till then, farewell. Be sure you love my Frederick, 
And do not hate his father. 

, [Exeunt Duke and Valerio. 

Fred. [At the door.] Now, friends, you may appear. 

^Enter Aurelian, Camillo, Benito. 

Your pardon, madam, that we thus intrude 

On holy gi'ound : yourself best know it could not 

Be avoided, and it shall be my care it be excused. 

Soph. Though sovereign princes bear a privilege 
Of entering when they please within our walls, 
In others tis a crime past dispensation ; 
And therefore, to avoid a public scandal. 
Be pleased, sir, to retire, and quit this garden. 

Aur. We shall obey you, madam ; but that wc 
may do it with less regret, we hope you will give 
these ladies leave to accompany us. 

Soph. They shall. 
And, nieces, for myself, I only ask you 
To justify my conduct to the world, 
That none may think I have betrayed a trust, 
But freed you from a tyrianny. 

Lau. Our duty binds us to acknowledge it. 

Cam. And our gratitude to witness it. 

Vio. With a holy and lasting remembrance of 
your favour. 
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Fred, And it shall be my care, either by reason to 
bend your uncleVwill, or, by my father siiiterei^t, 
to force your dowry from his hands. - 

Bm. {To AuR-] Pray, sir, let us make haste over 
these walls again;; these gardens are unlucky to me; 
I have lost my reputation of music in one of them, 
and of wit in the other. 

Aur. \To Lau.] Now, Laura, you may take your 
choice betwixt the two Benito's, and consider whe- 
ther you had rather he should serenade you in the 
garden, or I in bed to-iiight. 

Lau. You may be sure I shall give sentence for 
Benito ; for the effect of your serenading would be 
to make me pay the music nine months hence. 

Hip. [7b AscA.] You see, brother, here's a general 
gaol-delivery : there has been a great deal of bustle 
and disturbance in the cloister to-night ; enough to 
distract a soul which is given up, like me, to con- 
templation ; and therefore, if you think fit, I could 
even be content to retire, with you, into the world ; 
and, by way of penance, to marry you ; which, as 
husbands and wives go now, is a greater mortifica- 
tion than a nunnery. 

Asca. No, sister ; if you love me, keep to your 
monastery: 111 come now and then to the grate, 
and beg you a recreation. But I know myself so 
well, that if I had you one twelvemonth in the 
world, I should run myself into a cloister, to be rid 
of you, 

Soph. Nieces, once more farewell. Adieu, Lucretia : 
My wishes and my prayers attend you all. 

Luc. to Fred. I am so fearful. 
That, though I gladly run to your embraces, 
Yet, venturing in the world a second time, 
Methinks I put to sea in a rough storm, 
With shipwrecks round about me» 
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446 THE ASSIGNATION. ACT Y. 

Fred. My dear, be kinder to yourself and me, 
And let not fear fright back our coming joys; 
For we, at length, stand reconciled to ^te : 
And now to fear, when to such bliss we move. 
Were not to doubt our fortune, but our love. 
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EPILOGUE. 



Some have expected, from our bills to-day, 

To find a satire in our poet's play. 

llie zealous route from Coleman-street did run, 

To see the story of the Friar and Nun ; 

Or tales, yet more ridiculous to hear, 

Vouched by their vicar of ten pounds a-year,— 

Of Nuns, who did against temptation pray, 

And discipline laid on the pleasant way : 

Or that, to please the malice of the town, •> 

Our poet should in some close cell have shown c 

Some sister, playing at content alone : 

This they did hope ; the other side did fear ; 

And both, you see, alike are cozened here. 

Some thought the title of our play to blame ; 

They liked the thing, but yet abhorred the name: 

Like modest punks, who all you ask afford, 

But, for the world, they would not name that word. 

Yet, if you'll credit what I heard him say. 

Our poet meant no scandal in bis play ; 

His Nuns are good, which on the stage are shown. 

And, sure, behind our scenes you'll look for none. 



JEND OF THE FOURTH VOLUME. 
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